Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 



THK 



DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 



BT THl 

AUTHOR OF THE « HEIR OF EEDCLYFFE." 



IN TWO VOLUMES, 
VOL. II. 



MACMILLAN AND CO. 

1866. 




londok: 

r. clat, son. and tayix>r, prinierg, 

brbad stuect hill. 



% » » ' » 



CONTENTS OF VOL. II. 



CHAPTER I. 



PAOK 
THE DOUBLE-HEADED EAGLE 1 



CHAPTER II. 

THE mVAL EYEIE 34 



CHAPTER III. 



THE EAGLE AND THE SNAKE 57 

CHAPTER IV. 

BRIDGING THE FORD 76 

CHAPTER V. 

FRIEDMUND IN THE CLOUDS ^ . . . . 05 

CHAPTER VI. 

THE FIGHT AT THE FORD 106 



CONTENTS. 



CHAPTER VTl. 



PAOK 

THE WOUNDED EAGLE ••••••• 125 



CHAPTER VIII. 

BITTEB THEUBDANK 144 

CHAPTER IX. 

PEACE • • 157 

CHAPTER X. 

THE ALTAK OF PEACE •••• 176 



CHAPTER XI. 

OLD IBON AND NEW STEEL 198 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE HTAB AND THE SPABK ....••••.•• 281 



TH 

DOVE IN THE EAGLETS NEST. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE DOUBLE-HEADED EAGLE. 

One summer evening, when shooting at a bird on 
a pole was in full exercise in the tilt-yard, the sports 
were interrupted by a message from the Provost that 
B, harbinger had brought tidings that the Imperial 
court was within a day's journey. 

AU was preparation. Fresh sand had to be strewn 
on the arena. New tapestry hangings were to deck 
the galleries, the houses and balconies to be brave 
with drapery, the fountain in the market-place was 
to play Ehine wine, all Uhn was astir to do honour 
to itself and to the Kaisar, and Ebbo stood amid all 
the bustle, drawing lines in the sand with the stock 
of his arblast, subject to all that oppressive self- 
magnification so frequent in early youth, and which 
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made it seem to him as if the Kaisar and the King 
of the Bomans were coming to Ulm with the mere 
purpose of destroying his independence, and as if the 
eyes of all Germany were watching for his humi- 
liation. 

" See ! see ! " suddenly exclaimed Friedel ; " Look ! 
there is something among the tracery of the Dome 
Kirk Tower. Is it man or bird ? *' 

" Bird, folly ! Thou couldst see no bird less than 
an eagle from hence," said Ebbo. " No doubt they 
are about to hoist a banner." 

" That is not their wont," returned Sir Kasimir. 

" I see him," interrupted Ebbo. " Nay, but he is a 
bold climber ! We went up to that stage, close to 
the balcony, but there's no footing beyond but crockets 
and canopies." 

"And a bit of rotten scaffold," added FriedeL 
" Perhaps he is a builder going to examine it ! Up 
higher, higher ! " 

"A builder!" said Ebbo; "a man with a head 
and foot like that should be a chamois hunter ! 
Shouldst thou deem it worse than the Bed Eyrie, 
Friedel?" 

"Yea, truly! The depth beneath is plainer! 
There would be no climbing there without " 
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" Without what, cousin ? " asked Wildschloss. 

" Without great cause," said Friedel. " It is fear- 
ful ! He is like a fly against the sky." 

" Beaten again ! " muttered Ebbo ; " I did think 
that none of these town-bred fellows could surpass 
us when it came to a giddy height! Who can 
he be?" 

"Look! look!" burst out Friedel, "The saints 
protect him ! He is on that narrowest topmost 
ledge — measuring; his heel is over the parapet — 
half his foot ! " 

" Holding on by the rotten scaffold pole ! St. Bar- 
bara be his speed ; but he is a brave man ! " shouted 
Ebbo ; " Oh ! the pole has broken." 

" Heaven forefend ! " cried Wildschloss, with de- 
spair on his face unseen by the boys, for Friedel had 
hidden his eyes, and Ebbo w£is straining his with the 
intense gaze of horror. He had carried his glance 
downwards, following the 380 feet fall that must be 
the lot of the adventurer. Then looking up again 
he shouted, " I see him ! I see him ! Praise to St. 
Barbara ! He is safe ! He has caught by the up- 
right stone work." 

" Where ? where ? Show me ! " cried Wildschloss, 
grasping Ebbo's arm. 

b2 
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" There ! clinging to that upright bit of tracery, 
stretching his foot out to yoader crocket." 

" I cannot see. Mine eyes swim and dazzle/' said 
Wildschloss. " Merciful heavens ! is this another 
tempting of Providence ? How is it with him now, 
Ebbo?" 

** Swarming down another slender bit of the stone 
network. It must be easy now to one who could 
keep head and hand steady in such a shock.** 

" There ! " added Friedel, after a breathless space, 
" he is on the lower parapet, whence begins the stair. 
Do you know him, sir ? Who is he ? " 

" Either a Venetian mountebank," said Wildschloss, 
" or else there is only one man I know of either so 
foolhardy or so steady of head." 

"Be he who he may," said Ebbo, "he is the 
bravest man that ever I beheld. Who is he. Sir 
Kashnir?" 

" An eagle of higher flight than ours, no doubt," 
said Wildschloss. " But come ; we shall reach the 
Dome Kirk by the time the climber has wound his 
way down the turret stairs, and we sliall see what 
like he is." 

Their coming was well timed, for a small door at 
the foot of the tower was just opening to give exit to 
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a very tall knight, in one of those short Spanish 
cloaks the collar of which could be raised so as to 
conceal the face. He looked to the right and left, 
and had one hand raised to put up the collar when 
he recognised Sir Kasimir, and, holding out both 
hands, exclaimed, " Ha, Adlerstein ! well met ! I 
looked to see thee here. No unbonneting; I am 
not come yet. I am at Strasburg, with the Kaisar 
and the Archduke, and am not here till we ride in, 
in purple and in pall by the time the good folk have 
hung out their arras, and donned their gold chains, 
and conned their speeches, and mounted their 
mules." 

" Well that their speeches are not over the lyke- 
wake of his kingly kaisarly highness," gravely re- 
turned Sir Kasimir. 

" Ha ! Thou sawest ? I came out here to avoid 
the gaping throng, who don't know what a hunter 
can do. I have been in worse case, in the Tyrol. 
Snowdrifts are worse footing than stone vine 
leaves." 

"Where abides your highness?" asked Wildsch-, 

loss. 

" I ride back again to the halting-place for the 
night, and meet my father in time to do my part in 
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the pageant I was sick of the addresses, and, more- 
over, the purse-proud Flemings have made such a 
stiff little fop of my poor boy that I am ashamed to 
look at him, or hear his French accent So I rode 
off to get a view of this notable Dom in peace, ere 
it be bedizened in holiday garb ; and one can't stir 
without all the Chapter waddling after one." 

''Your highness has foimd means of distancing 
them." 

" Why, truly, the Prior would scarce delight in the 
view from yonder parapet," laughed his highness. 
" Ha ! Adlerstein, where didst get such a perfect pair 
of pages? I would I could match my hounds as 
well" 

" They are no pages of mine, so please you," said 
the knight ; " rather this is the head of my name. Let 
me present to your kingly highness the Freiherr von 
Adlerstein." 

" Thou dost not thyseK distinguish between them!" 
said Maximilian, as Friedmund stepped back, putting 
forward Eberhard, whose bright, lively smile of in- 
terest and admiration had been the cause of his 
cousin's mistake. They would have doffed their 
caps and bent the knee, but were hastily checked 
by Maximilian. "No, no, Junkem, I shall owe you 
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no thanks for bringing all the street on me ! — ^that's 
enough. Eeserve the rest for Kaisar Fritz." Then, 
feuniliarly taking Sir Kasimifs arm, he walked on, 
saying, " I remember now. Thou wentest after an 
inheritance from the old Mouser of the Debateable 
Ford, and wert ousted by a couple of lusty boys 
sprung of a peasant wedlock." 

" Nay, my lord, of a burgher lady, fair as she is 
wise and virtuous ; who, spite of all hindrances, has 
bred up these youths in all good and noble nurture." 

"Is this so?" said the king, turning sharp round 
on the twins. "Are ye minded to quit freeboot- 
ing, and come a crusading against the Turks with 
me?" 

" Everywhere with such a leader !" enthusiastically 
exclaimed Ebbo. 

"What? up there?" said Maximilian, smiling. 
" Thou hast the tread of a chamois-hunter." 

" Friedel has been on the Eed Eyrie," excletimed 
Ebbo ; then, thinking he had spoken foolishly, he 
coloured. 

" Which is the Eed Eyrie ? " good-humouredly 
asked the king. 

"It is the crag above our castle," said Friedel, 
modestly. 
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"None other has been there," added Ebbo, per- 
ceiving his auditor's interest ; '* but he saw the eagle 
flying away with a poor widow's kid, and the sight 
must have given him wings, for we never could find 
the same path ; but here is one of the feathers he 
brought down " — ^taking oflf his cap so as to show a 
feather rather the worse for wear, and sheltered 
behind a fresher one. 

"Nay," said Friedel, "thou shouldst say that I 
came to a ledge where I had like to have stayed 
all night, but that ye all came out with men and 
ropes." 

" We know what such a case is ! " sjdd the king. 
" It has chanced to us to hang between heaven and 
earth ; I've even had the Holy Sacrament held up 
for my last pious gaze by those who gave me up for 
lost on the mountain side. Adlerstein? The peak 
above the Braunwasser? Some day shall ye show 
me this eyrie of yours, and we will see whether we 
can amaze our cousins the eagles. We see you at 
our father's court to-morrow ? " he graciously added^ 
and Ebbo gave a ready bow of acquiescence. 

"There," said the king, as after their dismissal he. 
walked on with Sir Kasimir, "never blame me for 
rashness and imprudence. Here has this height of: 
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the steeple proved the height of policy. It has mjuie 
a loyal subject of a Mouser on the spot." 

"Pray Heaven it may have won a heart, true 
though proud ! " said Wildschloss ; *' but mousing 
was cured before by the wise training of the mother. 
Your highness will have taken out the sting of sub- 
mission, and you will scarce find more faithful sub- 
jects." 

" How old are the Junkem ? " 

" Some sixteen years, your highness." 

" That is what living among mountains does for a 
lad. Why could not those thrice-accursed Flemish 
towns let me breed up my boy to be good for some- 
thing in the mountains, instead of getting duck- 
footed and muddy witted in the fens ? " 

In the meantime Ebbo and Friedel were returning 
home in that sort of passion of enthusiasm that 
ingenuous boyhood feels when first brought into 
contact with greatness or brilliant qualities. 

And brilliance was the striking point in Maxi- 
milian. The Last of the Knights, in spite of his 
many defects, was, by personal qualities, and the 
hereditary influence of long-descended rank, verily a 
king of men in aspect and demeanour, even when 
most careless and simple. He was at this time' a 
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year or two past thirty, unusually tall, and with 
a form at once majestic and full of vigour and 
activity; a noble, fair, though sunburnt countenance ; 
eyes of dark grey, almost black; long fair hair, a 
keen aquiline nose, a lip only beginning to lengthen 
to the characteristic Austrian feature, an expression 
always lofty, sometimes dreamy, and yet at the same 
time full of acuteness and humour. His abilities 
were of the highest order, his purposes, especially at 
this period of his life, most noble and becoming in 
the first prince of Christendom ; and, if his life were 
a failure, and his reputation unworthy of his endow- 
ments, the cause seems to have been in great measure 
the bewilderment and confusion that unusual gifts 
sometimes cause to their possessor, whose sight their 
conflicting illumination dazzles so as to impair his 
steadiness of aim, while their contending gleams 
light him into various directions, so that one object 
is deserted for another ere its completion. Thus 
Maximilian cuts a figure in history far inferior to 
that made by his grandson, Charles V. whom he 
nevertheless excelled in every personal quality, ex- 
cept the most needful of all, force of character ; and, 
in like manner, his remote descendant, the narrow- 
minded Ferdinand of Styria gained his ends, thongh 
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• 

the able and brilliant Joseph II. was to die broken- 
hearted^ calling his reign a failure and mistake. 
However, such tenns as these could not be applied 
to Maximilian with regard to home affairs. He has 
had hard measure from those wfeo have only regarded 
his vacillating foreign policy, especially with respect 
to Italy — ever the temptation and the bane of 
Austria ; but even here much of his uncertaiu con- 
duct was owing to the unfulfilled promises of what 
he himself called his " realm of kings," and a sove- 
reign can only justly be estimated by his domestic 
policy. The contrast of the empire before his time 
with the subsequent Germany is that of chaos with 
order. Since the death of Friedrich II. the Imperial 
title had been a mockery, making the prince who 
chanced to bear it a mere mark for the spite of his 
rivals ; there was no centre of justice, no appeal ; 
everybody might make war on everybody, with the 
sole preliminary of exchanging a challenge ; " fist- 
right " was the acknowledged law of the land ; and, 
except in the free cities, and under such a happy 
accident as a right-minded prince here and there, the 
state of Grermany seems to have been rather worse 
than that of Scotland from Bruce to the union of the 
Crowns. Under Maximilian, the Diet became an 
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eflfective council, fist-right was abolished, independent 
robber-lords put down, civilization began to effect an 
entrance, the system of circles was arranged, and the 
empire again became a leading power in Europe, 
instead of a mere wrtex of disorder and misrule. 
Never would Charles V. have held the position he 
occupied had he come after an ordinary man, instead 
of after an able and sagacious reformer like that 
Maximilian who is popularly regarded as a fantastic 
caricature of a knight-errant, marred by avarice and 
weakness of purpose. 

At the juncture of which we are writing, none of 
Maximilian's less worthy qualities had appeared ; he 
had not been rendered shifty and unscimpulous by 
difficulties and disappointments in money-matters, 
and had not found it impossible to keep many of the 
promises he had given in all good faith. He stood forth 
as the hope of Germany, in salient contrast to the 
feeble and avaricious father, who was felt to be the 
only obstacle in the way of his noble designs' of 
establishing peace and good discipline in the empire, 
and conducting a general crusade against the Turks, 
whose progress was the most threatening peril of 
Christendom. His fame was, of course, frequently 
discussed among tlie citizens, with whom he was 
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very popular, not only from his ease and freedom of 
manner, but because his graceful tastes, his love of 
painting, sculpture, architecture, and the mechanical 
turn which made him an improver of fire-arms and a 
patron of painting and engraving, rendered their 
society more agreeable to him than that of his dull, 
barbarous nobility. Ebbo had heard so much of the 
perfections of the King of the Eomans as to be pre- 
pared to hate him ; but the boy, as we have seen, 
was of a generous, sensitive nature, peculiarly prone 
to enthusiastic impressions of veneration; and 
Maxinulian's high-spirited manhood, personal fas- 
cination, and individual kindness had so entirely 
taken him by surprise, that he talked of him all the 
evening in a more fervid manner than did even 
Friedel, though both could scarcely rest for their an- 
ticipations of seeing him on the morrow in the full 
state of his entry. 

Richly clad, and mounted on cream-coloured 
steeds, nearly as much alike as themselves, the twins 
were a pleasant sight for a proud mother's eyes, as 
they rode out to take their place in the procession 
that was to welcome the royal guests. Master Sorel, 
in ample gown, richly furred, with medal and chain 
of ofiBice, likewise went forth as Guildmaster; and 
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Christina, with smiling lips and liquid eyes, recol- 
lected the days when to see him in such array was 
her keenest pleasure, and the utmost splendour her 
fiancy could depict. 

Arrayed, as her sons loved to see her, in black 
velvet, and with pearl-borddred cap, Christina sat by 
her aunt in the tapestried balcony, and between them 
stood or sat little Thekla von Adlerstein Wildschloss, 
whose father had entrusted her to their care, to see 
the procession pass by. A rich Eastern carpet, of 
gorgeous colouring, covered the upper balustrade, over 
which they leant, in somewhat close quarters with 
the scarlet-bodiced dames of the opposite house, but 
with ample space for sight up and down the rows of 
smiling expectants at each balcony, or window, 
equally gay with hangings, while the bells of all the 
churches clashed forth their gayest chimes, and fitful 
bursts of music were borne upon the breeze. Little 
Thekla danced in the narrow space for very glee, and 
wondered why any one should live in a cloister when 
the world was so wide and so fair. And Dame 
Johanna tried to say something pious of worldly 
temptations, and the cloister shelter ; but Thekla in- 
terrupted her, and, clinging to Christina, exclaimed, 
" Nay, but I am always naughty with Mother Lud- 
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milla in the convent, and I know I should never be 
naughty out here with you and the barons ; I should 
be so happy." 

" Hush ! hush ! little one ; here they come ! " 
On they came — stout lanzknechts first, the city 
gucuxl with steel helmets unadorned, buff suits, and 
bearing either harquebuses, halberts, or those hand- 
some but terrible weapons, morning stars. Then fol- 
lowed guild after guild, each preceded by the banner 
bearing its homely emblem — ^the cauldron of the 
smiths, the hose of the clothiers, the helmet of the 
armourers, the bason of the barbers, the boot of the 
sutors ; even the sausage of the cooks, and the shoe 
of the shoeblacks, were represented, as by men who 
gloried in the calling in which they did life's duty 
and task. 

First in each of these bands marched the prentices, 
stout, broad, flat-faced lads, from twenty to fourteen 
years of age, with hair like tow hanging from imder 
their blue caps, staves in their hands, and knives at 
their girdles. Behind them came the journeymen, in 
leathern jerkins and steel caps, and armed with 
halberts or cross-bows ; men of all ages, from sixty to 
one or two and twenty, and many of the younger 
ones with foreign countenances and garb betokening 
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that they were strangers spending part of their wan- 
dering years in studying the Ulm fashions of their 
craft. Each trade showed a large array of these 
juniors ; but the masters who came behind were 
comparatively few, mostly elderly, long-gowned, gold- 
chained personages, with a weight of solid dignity on 
their wise brows — ^men who respected themselves, 
made others respect them, and kept their city a 
peaceful, well-ordered haven, while ^torms raged in 
the realm beyond — men too who had raised to the 
glory of their God a temple, not indeed fulfilling the 
original design, but a noble effort, and grand monu- 
ment of burgher devotion. 

Then came the ragged regiment of scholars, wild 
lads from every part of Germany and Switzerland, 
some wan and pinched with hardship and privation, 
others sturdy, selfish rogues, evidently well able to 
take care of themselves. There were many rude, 
tyrannical-looking lads among the older lads ; and, 
though here and there a studious, earnest face might 
be remarked, the prospect of German3r's future priests 
Qnd teachers was not encouraging. And what a 
searching ordeal was awaiting those careless lads 
when the voice of one, as yet still a student, should 
ring through Germany ! 



THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE*S NEST. 17 

Contrasting with these iU-kempt pupils marched 
the grave professors and teachers, iu square eccle- 
siastic caps and long gowns, whose colours marked 
their degrees and the Universities that had conferred 
them — some thin, some portly, some jocund, others 
dreamy; some observing all the humours around, 
others stiU intent on Aristotelian ethics ; all men of 
high fame, with doctor at the beginning of their 
names, and " or " or " us " at the close of them. After 
them rode the magistracy, a burgomaster from each 
guild, and the Herr Provost himself — as great a 
potentate within his own walls as the Doge of Venice 
or of Genoa, or perhaps greater, because less jealously 
hampered. In this dignified group Was Uncle Gott- 
fried, by complacent nod and smile acknowledging 
his good wife and niece, who indeed had received 
many a previous glance and bow from friends passing 
beneath. But Master Sorel was no new spectacle in^ 
a civic procession, and the sight of him was only a 
pleasant fillip to the excitement of his ladies. 

Here was jingliug of spurs and trampling of horses ;- 
heraldic achievements showed upon the banners, 
round which rode the mail-clad retainers of country 
nobles who had mustered to meet their lords. Then„ 
with still more of clank and tramp, rode a bright- 

VOL. n. 
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ffcu^ed troop of lads, with feathered caps and gay 
mantles. Young Count Eudiger looked up with cour- 
UiOMH salutation ; and just behind him, with smiling 
lips and upraised faces, were the pair whose dark 
eyes, dark hair, and slender forms, rendered them 
conspicuous among the fair Teutonic youth. Each 
cap was taken off and waved, and each pair of 
lustrous eyes glanced up pleasure and exultation at 
the sight of the lovely '' Mutterlein." And she? 
Tlie pageant was well-nigh over to her, save for 
heartily agreeing with Aunt Johanna that there was 
not a young noble of them all to compare with the 
twin Barons of Adlerstein ! However, she knew she 
should be called to account if she did not look well 
at '* the Romish King ;" besides, Thekla was shriek- 
ing with delight at the sight of her father, tall and 
splendid on his mighty black charger, with a smile 
for his child, and for the lady a bow so low. and 
dcf^irential that it was evidently remarked by those 
at whose approach every lady in the balconies was 
rising, every head in the street was bared. 

A tall, thin, shrivelled, but exceedingly stately old 
man on a grey horse was in the centre. Clad in a 
purple velvet mantle, and bowing as he went, he 
looked truly the "Kaisar, to whom stately courtesy 
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was second nature. . On one side, in black and gold^ 
with the jewel of the Golden Fleece on his breast, 
rode Maximilian, responding gracefully to the saluta- 
tions of the people, but his keen grey eye roving in 
search ' of the object of Sir Kasimir*s salute, and 
lighting on Christina with such a rapid, amused 
glance of discovery that, in her confusion, she missed 
what excited Dame Johanna's rapturous admiration 
— ^the handsome boy on the Emperor's other side, 
a fair, plump lad, the young sovereign of the Low 
Countries, beautiful in feature and complexion, but 
lacking the fire and the loftiness that characterised 
his father's countenance. The train was closed by 
the Eeitem of the Emperor's guard — steel-clad mer- 
cenaries who were looked on with no friendly eyes 
by the few gazers in the street who had been left 
behind in the general rush to keep up with the 
attractive part of the show. 

Pageants of elaborate mythological character im- 
peded the imperial progress at every stage, and it was 
full two hours ere the two youths returned, heartily 
weary of the lengthened ceremonial, and laughing 
at having actually seen the King of the Bomans 
enduring to be conducted from shrine to shrine in 
the cathedral by a large proportion of its dignitaries. 

02 
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Ebbo was sure he had caught an archly disconsolate 
wink! 

Ebbo had to dress for the banquet spread in the 
town-halL Space was wanting for the concourse of 
guests, and Master Sorel had decided that the younger 
Baron should not be included in the invitation. 
Friedel pardoned him more easily than did Ebbo, 
who not only resented any slight to his double, but 
in his fits of shy pride needed the aid of his readier 
and brighter other sel£ But it might not be, and 
Sir Kasimir and Master Gottfried alone accompanied 
him, hoping that he would not look as wild as a 
hawk, and would do nothing to diminish the favour- 
able impression he had made on the King of the 
Bomans. 

Late, according to mediaeval hours, was the return, 
and Ebbo spoke in a tone of elation. " The Kaisar 
was most gracious, and the king knew me," he said, 
" and asked for thee, Friedel, saying one of us was 
nought without the other. But thou wilt go to- 
morrow, for we are to receive knighthood." 

" Already ! " exclaimed Friedel, a bright glow 
rushing to his cheek. 

" Yea," said Ebbo. " The Romish king said some- 
what about waiting to win our spurs ; but the Kaisar 
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said I was in a position to take rank as a knight, and 
I thanked him, so thou shouldst share the honour." 

" The Kaisar," said Wildschloss, " is not the man 
to let a knight's fee slip between his fingers. The 
king would have kept ofif their grip, and reserved 
you for knighthood from his own sword under the 
banner of the empire; but there is no help for 
it now, and you must make your vassals send in 
their dues,'* 

" My vassals ? " said Ebbo ; " what could they 
send ? " 

" The aid customary on the knighthood of the 
heir." 

" But there is — ^there is nothing ! " said Friedel. 
" They can scarce pay meal and poultry enough for 
our daily fare ; and if we were to flay them alive, we 
should not get sixty groschen from the whole." 

** True enough ! Knighthood must wait till we 
win it," said Ebbo, gloomily. 

*' Nay, it is accepted," said Wildschloss. " The 
Kaisar loves his iron chest too well to let you go 
back. You must be ready with your xound sum to 
the chancellor, and your spur-money and your fee to 
the heralds, and largess to the crowd." 

" Mother, the dowry," said Ebbo. 
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" At your service, my son/' said Christina, anxious 
to chase the cloud from his brow. 

But it was a deep haul, for the avaricious Frie- 
drich rV. made exorbitant charges for the knighting 
his yoimg nobles ; and Ebbo soon saw that the im- 
provements at home must suffer for the honours that 
would have been so much better won than bought. 

" If your vassals cannot aid, yet may not your 
kinsman V began Wildschloss. 

" No ! " interrupted Ebbo, lashed up to hot indig- 
nation. " No, Sir ! Eather will my mother, brother, 
and I ride back this very night to unfettered liberty 
on our mountain, without obligation to any living 
man." 

" Less hotly, Sir Baron," said Master Gottfried, 
gravely. " You broke in on vour noble godfather, 
and you had not heard me speak. You and your 
brother are the old man's only heirs, nor do ye incur 
any obligation that need fret you by forestalling what 
would be your just right. I will see my nephews as 
well equipped as any young baron of them.'* 

The mother looked anxiously at Ebbo. He bent 
his head with rising colour, and said, " Thanks, kind 
uncle. From you I have learnt to look on goodness 
as fatherly." 
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" Only," added Friedel, " if the Baron's station 
renders knighthood fitting for him, surely I might 
remain his esquire." 

" Never, Friedel ! " cried his brother. " Without 
thee, nothing." 

" Well said, Freiherr," said Master Sorel ; " what 
becomes the one becomes the other. I would not 
have thee left out, my Friedel, since I cannot leave 
thee the mysteries of my craft." 

" To-morrow ! " said Friedel, gravely. " Then must 
the vigil be kept to-night." 

" The boy thinks these are the days of Eoland and 
Karl the Great," said Wildschloss. " He would fain 
watch his arms in the moonlight in the Dome Kirk ! 
Alas ! no, my Friedel ! Knighthood in these days 
smacks more of bezants than of deeds of prowess." 

" Unbearable fellow ! " cried Ebbo, when he had 
latched the door of the room he shared with his 
brother. " First, holding up my inexperience to 
scorn I As though the Kaisar knew not better than 
he what befits me ! Then trying to buy my silence 
and my mother's gratitude with his hateful advance 
of gold. As if I did not loathe him enough without ! 
If I pay my homage, and sign the League to-morrow, 
it will be purely that he may not plume himself 
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on our holding our own by sufferance, in deference 
to him." 

" You will sign it — you will do homage ! " ex- 
claimed FriedeL '* How rejoiced the mother will be.'* 

" I had rather depend at once — if depend I must — 
on yonder dignified Kaisar and that noble king than 
on our meddling kinsman," said Ebbo. " I shall be 
his equal now ! Ay, and no more classed with the 
court Junkem I was with to-day. The dullards! 
No one reasonable thing know they but the chase. 
One had been at Florence ; and when I asked him 
of the Baptistery and rare Giotto of whom my uncle 
told us, he asked if he were a knight of the Medici. • 
All he knew was that there were ortolans at Ser 
Lorenzo's table ; and he and the rest of them talked 
over wines as many and as hard to call as the roll of 
iSneas's comrades ; and when each one must drink 
to her he loved best, and I said I loved none like my 
sweet mother, they gibed me for a simple dutiful 
mountaineer. Yea, and when the servants brought a 
bowl, I thought it was a wholesome draught of spring 
water after all their hot wines and fripperies. Pah I '* 

" The rose-water, Ebbo ! No wonder they laughed ! 
Why, the bowls for our fingers came round at the 
banquet here." 
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" Ah ! thou hast eves for their finikin manners ! 
Yet what know they of what we used to long for in 
polished life ? Not one but vowed he abhorred books, 
and cursed Dr. Faustus for multiplying them. I may 
not know the taste of a stew, nor the fit of a glove, 
as they do, but I trust I bear a less empty brain. 
And the young Netherlanders that came with the 
Archduke were worst of all. They got together and 
gabbled French, and treated the Geiman Junkem 
with the very same sauce with which they had served 
me. The Archduke laughed with them, and, when 
the Provost addressed him, made as if he understood 
not, till his father heard, and thimdered out, ' How 
now, Philip ! Deaf on thy German ear ? I tell thee, 
Herr Probst, he knows his own tongue as well as 
thou or J, and thou shalt hear him speak as becomes 
the son of an Austrian hunter.' That Eomish king 
is a knight of knights, Friedel. I could follow him 
to the world's end, I wonder whether he will ever 
come to climb the Eed Eyrie." 

" It does not seem the world's end when one is 
there," said Friedel, with strange yearnings in Ids 
breast. "Even the Dom steeple never rose to its 
full height," he added, standing in the window, and 
gazing pensively into the summer sky. " Oh, Ebbo I 



26 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLETS NEST. 

this knighthood has come very suddenly after our 
many dreams ; and, even though its outward tokens 
be lowered, it is still a holy, awful thing." 

Nurtured in mountain solitude, on romance trans- 
mitted through tlie pure medium of his mother's 
mind, and his spirit untainted by contact with the 
world, Friedmund von Adlerstein looked on chivalry 
with the temper of a Percival or Galahad, and re- 
garded it with a sacred awe. Eberhard, though treat- 
ing it more as a matter of business, was like enough 
to his brother to enter into the force of the vows they 
were about to make; and if the young Barons of 
Adlerstein did not perform the night-watch over 
their armour, yet they kept a vigil that impressed 
their own minds as deeply, and in early mom they 
went to confession and mass ere the gay parts of the 
city were astir. 

" Sweet niece," said Master Sorel, as he saw the 
brothers' grave, earnest looks, " thou hast done well 
by these youths ; yet I doubt me at times whether 
they be not too much lifted out of this veritable 
world of ours." 

" Ah, fair uncle, were they not above it, how could 
they face its temptations ? " 

" True, my child ; but how will it be when they 
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find how ligHtly others treat what to them is so 
solemn ? " 

" There must be temptations for them, above all 
for Ebbo/' said Christina ; " but still, when I re- 
member how my heart sank when their grandmother 
tried to bring them up to love crime as sport and 
glory, I cannot but trust that the good work will be 
wrought out, and my dream fulfilled, that they may 
be lights on earth and stars in heaven. Even this 
matter of homage, that seemed so hard to my Ebbo, 
has now been made easy to him by his veneration 
for the Emperor." 

It was even so. If the sense that he was the last 
veritable /rec lord of Adlerstein rushed over Ebbo, he 
was, on the other hand, overmastered by the king- 
liness of Friedrich and Maximilian, and was aware 
that this submission, while depriving him of little or 
no actual power, brought him into relations with the 
civilized world, and opened to him paths of true 
honour. So the ceremonies were gone through, his 
oath of allegiance was made, investiture was granted 
to him by the delivery of a sword, and both he and 
Friedel were dubbed knights. Then. they shared 
another banquet, where, as away from the Junkern 
and among elder men, Ebbo was happier than the 
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day before. Some of the knights seemed to him as 
rude and ignorant as the Schneiderlein, but no one 
talked to him nor observed his manners, and he 
could listen to conversation on war and policy such 
as interested him far more than the subjects affected 
by youths a little older than himself. Their lonely life 
and training had rendered the minds of the brothers 
as much in advance of their fellows as they were 
behind them in knowledge of the world. 

The crass obtuseness of most of the nobility made 
it a relief to return to the usual habits of the Sorel 
household when the court had left Ulm. Friedmund, 
anxious to prove that his new honours were not to 
alter his home demeanour, was drawing on a block of 
wood from a tinted pen-and-ink sketch; Ebbo was 
deeply engaged with a newly-acquired copy of Virgil ; 
and their mother was embroidering some draperies 
for the long-neglected castle chapel, — all sitting, as 
Master Gottfried loved to have them, in his studio, 
whence he had a few moments before been called 
away, when, as the door slowly opened, a voice was 
heard that made both lads start and rise. 

" Yea, truly, Herr Guildmaster, I would see these 
masterpieces. Ha ! What have you here for master- 
pieces ? Our two new double-ganger knights ? " And 
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Maximilian entered in a simple riding-dress, attended 
by Master Gottfried, and by Sir Kasimir of Adlerstein 
Wildschloss. 

Christina ^^'ould fain have slipped out tinperceived, 
but the king was already removing his cap from his 
fair curling locks, and bending his head as he said, 
" The Frau Freiherrinn von Adlerstein ? Fair lady, 
I greet you well, and thank you in the Kaisar's name 
and mine for having bred up for us two true and 
loyal subjects/* 

" May they so prove themselves, my liege ! " said 
Christina, bending low. 

" And not only loyal-hearted," added Maximilian, 
smiling, "but ready-brained, which is less frequent 
among our youth. What is thy book, young knight ? 
VirgiKus Maro ? Dost thou read the Latin?" he* 
added, in that tongue. 

" Not as well as we wish, your kingly highness," 
readily answered Ebbo, in Latin, "having learnt 
solely of our mother till we came hither.'* 

" Never fear for that, my young blade," laughed 
the king. " Knowst not that the wiseacres thought 
me too dull for teaching till I was past ten years ? 
And what is thy double about ? Drawing on wood ? 
How now ! An able draughtsman, my young knight 1" 
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" My nephew Sir Friedmund is good to the old 
man," said Grottfiied, himself almost n^iietting the 
lad's avocation. " My eyes are failing me, and he is 
aiding me with the graving of this holder. He has 
the knack that no teaching will impart to any of my 
present jonmeymen." 

" Bom, not made," qnoth IMaximilian. " Nay," as 
Fiiedel colonred deeper at the sense that Ebho was 
ashamed of him, '' no blushes, my boy ; it is a rare 
gift I can make a hundred knights any day, but the 
Almighty alone can make a genius. It was this very 
matter of graving that led me hither." 

For Maximih'an had a passion for composition, and 
chiefly for autobiography, and his head was fidl of 
that curious performance, Der Weisst Kanig, which 
occupied many of the leisure moments of his life, 
being dictated to his former writing-master, Marcus 
Sauerwein. He had already designed the portrayal 
of his father as the old white king, and himself as the 
young white king, in a series of woodcuts illustrating 
the narrative which culminated in the one romance 
of his life, his brief happy marriage with Maiy of Bur- 
gundy ; and he continued eagerly to talk to Master 
GrottMed about the mystery of graving, and the 
various scenes in which he wished to depict himself 
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learning languages from native speakers — Czech 
from a peasant with a basket of eggs, English from the 
exiles at the Buigundian court, who had also taught 
him the use of the longbow, building from architects 
and masons, painting from artiste, and, more imagi- 
natively, astrology from a wonderful flaming sphere in 
the sky, and the black art from a witch inspired by a 
long-tailed demon perched on her shoulder. 

No doubt " the young white king" made an exceed- 
ingly prominent figure in the discourse, but it was so 
quaint and so brilliant that it did not need the charm 
of roj'al condescension to entrance the young knights, 
who stood silent auditors. Ebbo at least was con- 
vinced that no species of knowledge or skill was 
viewed by his kaisarly kingship as beneath his 
dignity ; but still he feared Friedel's being seized 
upon to be as prime illustrator to the royal autobio- 
graphy — a lot to which, with all his devotion to Maxi- 
milian, he could hardly have consigned his brother, in 
the certainty that the jeers of the ruder nobles would 
pxursue the craftsman baron. 

However, for the present, Maximilian was keen 
enough to see that the boy's mechanical skill was not 
as yet equal to his genius ; so he only encouraged him 
to practise, adding that he heard there was a rare lad. 
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one Duier, at Xurembnig, whose prodnctions were 
already wonderfuL " And what is this ? " he asked ; 
" what is the daintilv-canred gronp I see yonder ? " 

" Your highness means, ' The Dove in the £agle'8 
Nest/" said Kasimir. " It is the work of my young 
kinsmen, and their appropriate device" 

''As well chosen as carved," said Maximilian, ex- 
amining it " Well is it that a city dove should now 
and then find her way to the eyrie. Some of my 
nobles would cut my throat for the heresy, but I am 
safe here, eh. Sir Elasimir ? Fare ye well, ye dove- 
trained eaglets. We will know one another better 
when we bear the cross against the infidel" 

The brothers kissed his hand, and he descended the 
steps fo>m the hall door. Ere he had gone br^ he 
turned round upon Sir Kasimir with a merr}' smile : 
'^ A very white and tender dove indeed, and one who 
might easily nestle in another eyrie, methinks." 

''Deems your kingly highness that consent could 
be won ? " asked Wildschloss. 

" From the Eaisar ? Pfui, man, thou knowst as weU 
as I do the golden key to his consent. So thou 
wouldst risk thy luck again ! Thou hast no male 
heir." 

" And I would fain give my child a mother who 
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would deal well with her, Nay, to say sooth, that 
gentle, innocent face has dwelt with me for many 
years. But for my pre-contract, I had striven long 
ago to win her, and had been a happier man, mayhap. 
And, now I have seen what she has made of her so^, 
I feel I could scarce find her match among our 
nobility." 

" Nor elsewhere," said the king ; " and I honour 
thee for not being so besotted in our German haughti- 
ness as not to see that it is our free cities that make 
refined and discreet dames. I give you good speed, 
Adlerstein ; but, if I read aright the brow of one at 
least of these young fellows, thou wilt scarce have a 
willing or obedient stepson," 



VOL. n. 



34 THE DOTE IS THE EAGIX'S XEST. 



CHAPTEK II. 



THE BIYAL EYBIE. 



Ebbo trosted that his kinsman of Wildschloss was 
safe gone with the Court, and his temper smoothed 
and his spirits rose in proportion while preparations 
for a retnm to Adlerstein were being completed — 
preparations by which the burgher kdy might hope 
to render the castle far more habitable, not to say 
baronial, than it had ever been. 

The lady herself felt thankful that her stay at Ulm 
had turned out well beyond all anticipations in the 
excellent imderstanding betn^een her uncle and her 
sons, and still more in Ebbo's full submission and 
personal loyalty towards the imperial family. The 
flic was cast, and the first step had been taken to- 
wards rendering the Adlerstein family the peaceful, 
honourable nobles she had always longed to see them. 

She was one afternoon assisting her aunt in some 
of the duties of her vnrthschaft, when blaster Gott- 
fried entered the apartment with an air of such ex- 
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treme complacency that both turned round amazed ; 
the one exclaiming, " Surely funds have come in for 
finishing the spire ! " the other," Have they appointed 
thee Provost for next year, House-father? " 

" Neither the one nor the other," was the reply. 
" But heard you not the horse's feet ? Here has the 
Lord of Adlerstein Wildschloss been with me in full 
state, to make formal proposals for the hand of our 
child, Christina." 

"For Christina!" cried Hausfrau Johanna with 
delight ; " truly that is well. Truly our maiden has 
done honour to her breeding. A second nobleman 
demanding her — and one who should be able richly 
to endow her ! " 

"And who will do so,"' said Master Gottfried. 
*' For morning gift he promises the farms and lands 
of Griinau — rich both in forest and com glebe. Like- 
wise, her dower shall be upon Wildschloss — where 
the soil is of the richest pasture, and there are no less 
than three mills, whence the lord obtains large rights 
of multure. Moreover, the Castle was added to and 
furnished on his marriage with the late baroness, and 
might serve a Kiiriurst; and though the jewels of 
Freiherrin Valeska must be inherited by her daughter, 
yet there are many of higher price which have de- 

d2 
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8cende4 from his own aijcestresses, and which will alf 
be hers." 

"And what a wedding we will have I " exclaimed 
Johanna; ''it shall be truly baroniaL I will take 
my hood and go at once to neighbour Sophie Lems- 
berg, who was wife to the Markgraf s Under KeUer- 
Meister. She will tell me point device the ceremonies- 
befitting the esponsals of a baron's widow." 

Poor Christina had sat all this time with drooping 
head and clasped hands, a tear stealing down as the 
formal terms of the treaty sent her spirit back ta 
the urgent, pleading, imperious voice that had said, 
" Now, little one, thou wilt not shut me out ; " and 
as she glanced at the ring that had lain on that 
broad palm, she felt as if her sixteen cheerful years^ 
had been an injury to her husband in his nameless 
bloody grave. But protection was so needful in 
those rude ages, and second marriages so frequent, 
that reluctance was counted as weakness. She knew 
her uncle and aimt would never believe that aught 
but compulsion had bound her to the rude outlaw, 
and her habit of submission was so strong that, only 
when her aunt was actually rising to go and consult 
her gossip, she found breath to falter, 

" Hold, dear aunt — ^my sons " 
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" Nay, child, it is the best thing thou couldst do 
for them. Wonders hast thou wrought, yet are they 
too old to be without fatherly authority. I speak 
not of Friedel; the lad is gentle and pious, though 
spirited, but for the baron. The very eye and tem- 
per of my poor brother Hugh — ^thy father, Stine— 
are alive again in him. Yea, I love the lad the better 
for it, while I fear. He minds me precisely of Hugh 
ere he was 'prenticed to the weapon -smith, and all 
became bitterness." 

" Ah, truly," said Christina, raising her eyes : " all 
would become bitterness with my Ebbo were I to 

* 

give a father's power to one whom he would not 
love." 

"Then were he sullen and unruly, indeed !" said 
the old burgomaster with displeasure; "none have 
shown him more kindness, none could better aid him 
in court and empire. The lad has never had restraint 
enough. I blame thee not, child, but he needs it 
sorely, by thine own showing." 

" Alas, imcle ! mine be the blame, but it is over 
late. My boy will rule himself for the love of God 
and of his mother, but he will brook no hand over 
him — ^least of all now he is a knight and thinks 
himself a man. Uncle, I should be deprived of both 
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mr Bons, for Friedel's very soul is bound up with Lis 
brother^s. I pray thee enjoin not this thing on me,*^ 
die implored. 

- Child r exdaimed Master Gottfried, « thou 
thinkst not that such a c<Hitraet as this can be de- 
dined for the sake of a wavward Junker !** 

''Stay, housefather, the little one will doubtless 
hear reason and submit,'' put in the aunt "^Her 
sons were goodly and delightsome to her in their 
iqjgrowth, but they are well nigh men. They will 
be away to court and camp, to love and marriage ; 
and how will it be with her then, young and &ir as 
die still is ? Well will it be for her to hare a statelv 
lord of her own, and a new home of lore and honour 
springing round her.** 

• True,'* continued Sord ; " and though she be too 
poujs and wise to reck greatly of such trifles, yet it 
may please her dreamy brain to hear that Sir Kasi- 
mir lores her even like a paladin, and the love of a 
tried man of six-and>fortv is better worth than a 

m 

mere kindling of youthful fancy." 

*^ Mine Ebeihard loved me !" murmured Christina,. 
almost to hexsdf, but her aunt caught the word. 

* And what was such love worth? To force thee 
into astoIsL match, and leave thee alone and uuowuvxl 
to the consequences !** 
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" Peace !" exclaimed Christina, with crimson cheek 
and uplifted head. " Peace ! My own dear lord 
loved me with true and generous love ! None but 
myself knows how much. Not a word will I hear 
against that tender heart," 

" Yes, peace/' returned Gottfried in a conciliatory 
tone, — "peace to the brave Sir Eberhard. Thiue 
aunt meant no ill of him. He truly would rejoice 
that the wisdom of his choice should receive such 
testimony, and that his sons should be thus well 
handled. Nay, little as I heed such toys, it will 
doubtless please the lads that the baron will obtain 
of the Emperor letters of nobility for this house, 
which verily sprang of a good Walloon family, and 
so their shield will have no blank. The Eomish king 
promises to give thee rank with any baroness, and 
hath fully owned what a pearl thou art, mine own 
sweet dove 1 Nay, Sir Kasimir is coming to-morrow 
in the trust to make the first betrothal with Graf 
von Kaulwitz as a witness, and I thought of asking 
the Provost on the other hand." 

" To-morrow 1 " exclaimed Johanna ; " and how is 
she to be meetly clad? Look at this widow-garb; 
and how is time to be found for procuring other 
raiment? House-father, a substantial man like you 
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should better understand ! The meal too ! I must 
to gossip Sophie ! " 

"Verily, dear mother and father," said Christina, 
who had rallied a little, " have patience with me, I 
may not lightly or suddenly betroth myself; I know 
not that I can do so at aU, assuredly not unless my 
sons were heartily willing. Have I your leave to 
retire ? ** 

" Granted, my child, for meditation will show thee 
that this is too fidr a lot for any but thee. Much 
had I longed to see thee wedded ere thy sons outgrew 
thy care, but I shunned proposing even one of our 
worthy guild-masters, lest my young Freiherr should 
take offence ; but this knight, of his own blood, true 
and wise as a burgher, and faithful and God-fearing 
withal, is a better match than I durst hope, and is no 
doubt a special reward from thy patron saint." 

"Let me entreat one favour more," implored 
Christina. " Speak of this to no one ere I have seen 
my sons." 

She made her way to her own chamber, there to 
weep and flutter. Marriage was a matter of such high 
contract between families that the parties themselves 
had \isually no voice in the matter, and only the 
widowed had any chance of a personal choice ; nor was 
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this always accorded in the case of females, who 
remained at the disposal of their relatives. Good 
substantial wedded affection was not lacking, but 
romantic love was thought an unnecessary preli- 
minary, and found a vent in extravagant adoration, 
not always in reputable quarters. Obedience first to 
the father, then to the husband, was the first requi- 
site ; love might shift for itself ; and the fair widow 
of Adlerstein, telling her beads in sheer perplexity, 
knew not whether her strong repugnance to this 
marriage and warm sympathy with her son Ebbo 
were not an act of rebellion. Yet each moment did 
her husband rise before her mind more vividly, with 
his rugged looks, his warm, tender heart, his dawn- 
ings of comprehension, his generous forbearance and 
reverential love — the love of her youth — to be 
equalled by no other. The accomplished courtier 
and polished man of the world might be his superior, 
but she loathed the superiority, since it was to her 
husband. Might not his one chosen dove keep heart 
whole for him to the last? She recollected that 
coarsest, cruellest reproach of all that her mother-in- 
law had been wont to fling at her, — that she, the re- 
cent widow, the new-made mother of Eberhard's 
babes, in her grief, her terror, and her weakness had 



42 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

sought to captivate this suitor by her blandishments. 
The taunt seemed justified, and her cheeks burned 
with absolute shame : " My husband ! my loving 
Eberhard ! left with none but me to love thee, un- 
known to thine own sons ! I cannot, I will not give 
my heart away from thee ! Thy little bride shall be 
faithful to thee, whatever betide. When we meet 
beyond the grave I will have been thine only, nor 
have set any before thy sons. Heaven forgive me if I 
be undutiful to my uncle; but thou must be preferred 
before even him I Hark ! " and she started as if 
at Eberhard's footstep ; then smiled, recollecting that 
Ebbo had his father's tread. But her husband had 
been too much in awe of her to enter with that hasty 
agitated step and exclamation, " Mother, mother, what 
insolence is this ! " 

"Hush, Ebbo! I prayed mine uncle to let me 
speak to thee." 

" It is true, then," said Ebbo, dashing his cap on 
the ground; "I had soundly beaten that grinning 
'prentice for telling Heinz." 

" Truly the house rings with the rumour, mother," 
said Friedel, " but we had not believed it." 

"I believed Wildschloss assured enough for 
aught," said Ebbo, " but I thought he knew where to 
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begin. Does he not know who is head of the house- 
of Adlerstein, since he must tamper with a me- 
chanical craftsman, cap in hand to any sprig of 
nobility! I would have soon silenced his over- 
tures ! " 

"Is it in sooth as we heard?" asked Friedel, 
blushing to the ears, for the boy was shy as a 
maiden. " Mother, we know what you would say,'* 
he added, throwing liimself on his knees beside her, 
his arm round her waist, his cheek on her lap, and 
his eyes raised to hers. 

She bent down to kiss him. "Thou knewst it, 
Friedel, and now must thou aid me to remain thy 
father's true widow, and to keep Ebbo from beirij^ 
violent." 

Ebbo checked his hasty march to put his hand on 
her chair and kiss her brow. "Motherling, I will 
restrain myself, so you will give me your word not to 
desert us." 

" Nay, Ebbo," said Friedel, " the motherling is too 
true and loving for us to bind her." 

" Children," she answered, " hear me patiently. I 
have been communing with myself, and deeply do I 
feel that none other can I love save him who is to you 
a mere name, but to me a living presence. Nor would 



44 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

I put any between you and me. Fear me not, Ebbo. 
I think the mothers and sons of this wider, fuller 
world do not prize one another as we do. But, my 
son, this is no matter for rage or ingratitude. Ke- 
member it is no small condescension in a noble to 
stoop to thy citizen mother." 

" He knew what painted puppets noble ladies are," 
growled Ebbo. 

" Moreover," continued Christina, ** thine imcle is 
highly gratified, and cannot believe that I can refuse. 
He imderstands not my love for thy father, and sees 
many advantages for us all I doubt me if he be- 
lieves I have power to resist his will, and for thee, 
he would not count thine opposition valid. And the 
mr^re angry and vehement thou art, the more will he 
deem himself doing thee a service by overruling 
thee." 

« 

" Come home, mother. Let Heinz lead our horses 
to the door in the dawn, and when we are back in firee 
Adlerstein it will be plain who is master." 

" Such a flitting would scarce prove our wisdom," 
said Christina, *' to run away with thy mother like a 
lover in a ballad. Nay, let me first deal gently with 
thine imcle, and speak myself with Sir Kasimir, so 
that I may show him the vanity of his suit. Then 
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will we back to Adlerstein without leaving wounds 
to requite kindness " 

Ebbo was wrought on to promise not to attack the 
burgomaster on the subject, but he was moody and 
silent, aod Master Gottfried let him alone, considering 
his gloom ^s another proof of his need of fatherly 
authority, and as a peace-lover forbearing to provoke 
his fiery spirit 

But when Sir Kasimir's visit was imminent, and 
Christina had refused to make the change in her dress 
by which a young widow was considered to lay her- 
self open to another courtship. Master Gottfried called 
the twins apart. 

"My young lords," he said, "I fear me ye are 
vexing your gentle mother by needless strife at what 
must take place." 

"Pardon me, good uncle," said Ebbo, "I utterly 
decline the honour of Sir Kasimir's suit to my 
mother." 

Master Gottfried smiled. " Sons are not wont ta 
be the judges in such cases. Sir Eberhard." 

" Perhaps not," he answered ; " but my mother's 
will is to the nayward, nor shall she be coerced." 

" It is merely because of you and your pride," said 
Master Gottfried. 
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*' I think not so," rejoined the cahner Friedel ; " my 
mother's love for my father is still fresh." 

" Young knights,* said Master (Jottfiied, " it would 
scarce become me to say, nor you to hear, how much 
matter of fancy such love must have been towards 
one whom she knew but for a few short months, 
though her pure sweet dreams, through these long 
jears, have moulded him into a hero. Boys, I verily 
believe ye love her truly. Would it be well for her 
still to mourn and cherish a dream while yet in her 
fresh age, capable of new happiness, fuller than she 
has ever enjoyed ? " 

*' She is happy with us," rejoined Ebbo. 

** And ye are good lads and loving sons, though 
less duteous in manner than I could wish. But look 
you, you may not ever be with her, and when ye are 
absent in camp or court, or contracting a wedlock of 
your own, would you leave her to her lonesome life in 
your solitary castle ? " 

Friedel's unselfishness might have been startled, 
but Ebbo boldly answered, "All mine is hers. No 
joy to me but shall be a joy to her. We can make 
her happier than could any stranger. Is it not so, 
Friedel ? " 

'' It is,'' said Friedel, thoughtfully. 
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" Ah, rash bloods, promising beyond what ye can 
keep. Nature will be too strong for you. Love your 
mother as ye may, what will she be to you when a 
bride comes in your way ? Fling not away in wrath, 
Sir Baron ; it was so with your parents both before 
you ; and what said the law of the good God at the 
first marriage ? How can you withstand the nature 
He has given?" 

" Belike I may wed," said Ebbo, bluntly ; " but if 
it be not for my mother's happiness, call me man- 
sworn knight." 

" Not so," good-humouredly answered Gottfried, 
** but boy-sworn paladin, who talks of he knows not 
what. Speak knightly truth, Sir Baron, and own 
that this opposition is in verity from distaste to a 
stepfather's rule." 

"I own that I will not brook such rule," said 
Ebbo ; " nor do I know what we have done to de- 
serve that it should be thrust on us. You have never 
blamed Friedel, at least; and verily, imcle, my 
mother's eye will lead me where a stranger's hand 
shall never drive me. Did I even think she had for 
this man a quarter of the love she bears to my 
dead father I would strive for endurance ; but in 
good sooth we found her in tears, praying us to guard 
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her from him. I may be a boy, but I am man enough 
to prevent her from being coeiced." 

"Was this so, FrieddT asked Master Gottfrie<l, 
moved more than by all that had gone before. ^ Acli, 
I thought ye all wiser. And spake she not of Sir 
Kasimir^s offers? — Interest with the Bomishking? — 
Tea» and a grant of nobility and arms to this house^ 
so as to fill the blank in your scutcheon ? " 

" My father never asked if she were noble," said 
Ebbo. " Nor will I barter her for a cantle of a shield." 

" There spake a manly spirit," said his uncle de- 
lighted. " Her worth hath taught thee how little to 
prize these gewgaws ! Tet, if you look to mingling 
with your own proud kind, ye may fall among greater 
slights than ye can brook. It may matter less to you. 
Sir Baron, but Friedel here, ay, and your sons, will 
be ineligible to the choicest orders of knighthood, 
and the canonries and chapters that are bonourable 
endowmentSw" 

Friedel looked as if he could bear it, and Eberhard 
said, "The order of the Dove of Adlerstein is enou<rh 
for US.** 

** Headstrong all, headstrong all," sighed Master 
Gottfried. "One romantic marriage has tumeil all 
your heads." 



Ik. 
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"The Baxon of Adlerstein Wildschloss, unprepared 
for the opposition that awaited him, was riding down 
Jthe street equipped point device, and with a goodly 
1;rain of followers, in brilliant suits. Private wooing 
•did not enter into the honest ideas of the burghers, 
^and the suitor was ushered into the full family as- 
sembly, where Christina rose and came forward a few 
steps to meet him, curtseying as low as he bowed, as 
ho said, " Lady, I have preferred my suit to you 
through your honour-worthy uncle, who is good 
enough to stand my friend." 

** You are over good, sir. I feel the honour, but a 
•second wedlock may not be mine." 

"Now," murmured Ebbo to his brother, as the 
knight and lady seated themselves in full view, *' now 
will the smooth-tongued fellow talk her out of her 
senses. Alack I that gipsy prophecy ! '* 

Wildschloss did not talk like a young wooer; such 
days were over for both; but he spoke as a grave 
and honourable man, deeply penetrated with true 
esteem and affectioa He said that at their first 
meeting he had been struck with her sweetness and 
discretion, and would soon after have endeavoured to 
release her from her durance, but that he was boimd 
by the contract already made with the Trautbachs, 
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who were dangerous neighbours to Wildschloss. He 
had delayed his distasteful marriage as long as pos- 
sible^ and it had caused him nothing but trouble and 
strife ; his children would not live, and Thekla, the 
only survivor, was, as his sole heiress, a mark for the- 
cupidity of her uncle, the Count of Trautbach, and his 
almost savage son Lassla; while the right to the 
Wildschloss barony would become so doubtful be- 
tween her and Ebbo, as heu* of the male line, that 
strife and bloodshed would be well-nigh inevitable. 
These causes made it almost imperative that he 
should re-many, and his own strong preference and 
regard for little Thekla directed his wishes towards 
the Freiherrin von Adlerstein. He backed his suit 
with courtly compliments, as well as with representa- 
tions of his child's need of a mother's training, and 
the twins' equal want of fatherly guidance, dilatinijj 
on the benefits he could confer on them. 

Christina felt his kindness, and had full trust in 
his intentions. " No " was a difficult syllable to her, 
but she had that within her which could not accei)t 
him ; and she firmly told liim that she was too much 
bound to both her Eberhards. But there was no 
daunting him, nor preventing her uncle and aunt 
from encouraging him. He professed that lie would 
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wait, and give her time to consider ; and though she 
reiterated that consideration would not change her 
mind, Master Gottfried came forward to thank hini, 
and express his confidence of bringing her to 
reason." 

*' While I, sir," said Ebbo, with flashing eyes, and 
low but resentful voice, " beg to decline the honour 
in the name of the elder house of Adlerstein." 

He held himself upright as a dart, but was infi- 
nitely annoyed by the little mocking bow and smile 
that he received in return, as Sir Kasimir, with his 
long mantle, swept out of the apartment, attended by 
Master Gottfried. 

" Burgomaster Sorel," said the boy, standing in the 
middle of the floor as his uncle returned, "let me 
hear whether I am a person of any consideration in 
this family or not?'' 

"Nephew baron," quietly replied Master Gottfried, 
" it is not the use of us Germans to be dictated to by 
youths not yet arrived at years of discretion." 

" Then, mother," said Ebbo, " we leave this place 
to-morrow mom." And at her nod of assent the 
housefather looked deeply grieved, the housemother 
began to clamour about ingratitude. "Not so," 
answered Ebbo, fiercely. "We quit the house as 

k2 
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poor as we came, in homespun and with the old 



mare." 



" Peace, Ebbo ! " said his mother, rising ; " peace, 
I entreat, housemother ! pardon, uncle, I pray thee. 
0, why will not all who love me let me follow that 
which I beheve to be best 1 " 

" Child," said her uncle, " I cannot see thee domi- 
neered over by a youth whose whole conduct shows 
Jiis need of restraint." 

" Nor am I," said Christina. " It is I who am 
utterly averse to this offer. My sons and I are one 
in that ; and, uncle, if I pray of you to consent to let 
us return to our castle, it is that I would not see the 
visit that has made us so happy stained with strife 
and dissension ! Sure, sure, you cannot be angered 
with my son for his love for me." 

"For the self-seeking of his love," said Master 
Gottfried. " It is to gratify his own pride that he 
first would prevent thee from being enriched and 
ennobled, and now would bear thee away to the 
scant — Nay, Freiherr, I will not seem to insult 
you, but resentment would make you cruel to your 
mother." 

" Not cruel ! " said Friedel, hastily. " My, mother 
is willing. And verily, good uncle, methinks that 
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we all were best at home. We have benefited much 
and greatly hj our stay; we have learnt to love and 
reverence you ; but we are wild mountaineers at the 
best ; and, while our hearts are fretted by the fear of 
losing our sweet mother, we can scarce be as patient 
or submissive as if we had been bred up by a stern 
father. We have ever judged and acted for ourselves, 
and it is hard to us not to do so still, when our 
minds are chafed,** 

"Friedel," said Ebbo, sternly, "I will have no 
pardon asked for maintaining my mother's cause. 
Do not thou learn to be smooth-tongued." 

" thou wrong-headed boy ! " half groaned Master 
Gottfried. " Why did not all this fall out ten years 
sooner, when thou wouldst have been amenable? 
Yet, after all, I do not know that any noble training 
has produced a more high-minded, loving youth," he 
added, half relenting as he looked at the gallant, 
earnest face, ftdl of defiance indeed, but with a 
certain wistful appealing glance at " the motherling," 
softening the liqidd lustrous dark eye. "Get thee 
gone, boy, I would not quarrel with you ; and it may 
be, as Friedel says, that we are best out of one 
another's way. You are used to lord it, and I can 
scarce make excuses for you," 
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" Then," said Ebbo, scarce appeased, " I take home 
my mother, and you, sir, cease to favour Kasimtf s 
suit." 

*' No, Sir Baron. I cease not to think that nothing 
would be so much for your good. It is because I 
believe that a return to your own old castle will best 
convince you all that I will not vex your mother by 
further opposing your departure. When you perceive 
your error may it only not be too late ! Such a pro- 
tector is not to be found every day." 

" My mother shall never need any protector save 
myself," said Ebbo ; " but, sir, she loves you, and 
owes all to you. Therefore I will not be at strife 
with you, and there is my hand." 

He said it as if he had been the Emperor recon- 
ciling himself to all the Hanse towns in one. Master 
Gottfried could scarce refrain from shrugging his 
shoulders, and Hausfrau Johanna was exceedingly 
angiy with the petulant pride and^insolence of the 
young noble ; but, in eflfect, all were too much re- 
lieved to avoid an absolute quarrel with the fiery lad 
to take exception at minor matters. The old burgher 
was forbearing ; Christina, who knew how much her 
son must have swallowed to bring him to this con- 
cession for love of her, thought him a hero worthy of 
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all sacrifices; and peace-making Friedel, by his 
aunt*s side, soon softened even her, by some of the 
persuasive arguments that old dames love from 
gracious, graceful, great-nephews. 

And when, by-and-by, Master Gottfried went out 
to call on Sir Kasimir, and explain how he had 
thought it best to yield to the hot-tempered lad, and 
let the family learn how to be thankful for the goods 
they had rejected, he found affairs in a state tliat 
made him doubly anxious that the young barons 
should be safe on their moimtain without knowing of 
them. The Trautbach family had heard of Wild- 
schloss's designs, and they had set abroad such 
injurious reports respecting the Lady of Adlerstein, 
tliat Sir Kasimir was in the act of inditing a cartel 
to be sent by Count Kaulwitz, to demand an expla- 
nation — ^not merely as the lady's suitor, but as the 
only Adlerstein of full age. Now, if Ebbo had heard 
of the rumour, he would certainly have given the lie 
direct, and taken the whole defence on himself; and 
it may be feared that, just as his cause might have 
been, Master Gottfried's faith did not stretch to 
believing that it would make his sixteen-year old 
arm equal to the brutal might of Lassla of Trautbach. 
So h€ heartily thanked the Baron of Wildschloss, 
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agreed with him that the young knights were not as- 
yet equal to the mamtenance of the cause, and went 
home again to watch carefully that no report reached 
either of his nephews. Nor did he breathe freely till 
he had seen the little party ride safe oflF in the early 
morning, in much more lordly guise than when they 
had entered the city. 

As to Wildschloss and his nephew of Trautbach, 
in spite of their relationship they had a sharp combat 
on the borders of their own estates, in which both 
were severely wounded; but Sir Kasimir, with the 
misericorde in his grasp, forced Lassla to retract 
whatever he had said in dispraise of the Lady of 
Adlerstein. Wily old Gottfried took care that the 
tidings should be sent in a form that might at once 
move Christina with pity and gratitude towards her 
champion, and convince her sons that the adversary 
was too much hurt for them to attemi)t a fresh 
challenge. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE EAGLE AND THE SNAKE. 

The reconciliation made Ebbo retract his hasty reso- 
lution of relinquishing all the benefits resulting from 
his connexion with the Sorel family, and his mother's 
fortune made it possible to carry out many changes 
that rendered the castle and its inmates far more 
prosperous in appearance than had ever been the case 
before. Christina had once again the appliances of a 
wirthscJiaft, such as she feljt to be the sidtable and 
becoming appurtenance of a right-minded Frau, 
gentle or simple, and she felt so much the happier 
and more respectable, 

A chaplain had also been secured. Tlie youths 
had insisted on his being capable of assisting their 
studies, and a good man had been found who was 
fearfully learned, having studied at all possible uni- 
versities, but then failing as a teacher, because he 
was so dreamy and absent as to be incapable of 
keeping the unruly students in order. Jobst Schon 
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was his proper name, but he was translated into 
Jodocns Puleher. The chai)el was duly adorned, 
the hall and other chambers were fitted up with some 
degree of comfort ; the castle court was cleansed, the 
cattle sheds removed to the rear, and the serfs were 
presented with seed, and offered pajTnent in coin if 
they would give their labour in fencing and clearing 
the cornfield and vineyard which the barons were 
bent on forming on the simny slope of the ravina 
Poverty was over, thanks to the marriage portion, 
and yet Ebbo looked less happy than in the days 
when there was but a bare subsistence ; and he 
.seemed to miss the full tide of city life more than 
<lid his brother, who, though he had enjoyed XJlm 
more heartily at the time, seemed to have returned 
to all his mountain delights with greater zest than 
<iver. At his favourite tarn, he revelled in the vast 
stillness with the greater awe for having heard the 
hum of men, and his minstrel dreams had derived 
fresh A-igour from contact with the active world. But, 
as usual, he was his brother's chief stay in the vexa- 
tions of a reformer. The serfs had much rather 
their lord had turned out a freebooter than an im- 
prover. TVhy should they sow new seeds, when the 
old had sufficed their fathers ? Work, beyond the 
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regulated days when they scratched up the soil of 
his old enclosure, was abhorrent to them. As to his 
ofifered coin, they needed nothing it would buy, and 
had rather bask in the sun or sleep in the smoke. A 
vineyard had never been heard of on Adlerstein 
mountain: it was clean contrary to his forefathers' 
habits ; and all came of the bad drop of restless 
burgher blood, that could not let honeist folk rest. 

Ebbo stormed, not merely with words, but blows, 
became ashamed of his violence, tried to atone for it 
by gifts and kind words, and in return was sulkily 
told that he would bring more good to the village by 
rolling the fiery wheel straight down hill at the wake, 
than by all his new-fangled ways. Had not Koppel 
and a few younger men been more open to influence, 
his agricultural schemes could hardly have begun; 
but FriedeFs persuasions were not absolutely without 
success, and every rood that was dug was achieved by 
his patience and perseverance. 

Next came home the Graf von Schlangenwald. 
He had of late inhabited his castle in Styria, but in 
a fierce quarrel with some of his neighbours he had 
lost his eldest son, and the pacification enforced by 
the King of the Eomans had so galled and infuriated 
him that he had deserted that part of the country 
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m\K\ rt^twrned to S\vabia more fierce and bitter tlian 
^\^r» Thejaooibrth begaw a petty border warfare such 
At b^d t^xiMiHl when Christina first knew Adlerstein, 
but b?id of kb? died out The shepherd lad came 
biv^we> wt^ping with wrath. Three mounted Schlan- 
^^w^i\i^3m hi^d drix-tax off his four best sheep, and 
bi^ti^w bixu§illf with their halbeids, though he was 
;<^ %\ft A\Uei^iu |£jn>uiKl Then a light thrown 1^ 
^ $oh)iM^y^wi9ikl mt<^r ci^nsumed all Jolt's pile <rf 
wwxt Tbid :fiwi»e \&l w4 coiae bc^oe, and were 
$>U)hI with :i^vvM§ ^tkkb^ in Aem: th-e great 
)^\A^V>K>at^^ b^xU ti«a E!>h> h*d l^-^^it from tie 
|^^\W\?>!^ i-^" \Tm xiUBUshfeni ftv^on thi^ Alp biific^w tie 
(V^«i:^vX> l>fc$5Jy *8id w^ kaowu ^^ be sala-d fcr 

^^!^^^ >^ W?*5?tf i if^StfT^ *>i«95i«ffl£0^ (rf 'sit /«rC?lOT5w 
V ^"^ ^3b»> ^fcs^-, >tS ie wau:fe< J«t>io*fcS^ i'T ^ iaBS3W?*L 
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" Wot you, Eberhard, Freiherr von Adlerstein, that 
your house have injured me by thought^ word, and 
deed. Your great-grandfather usurped my lands at 
the ford. Your grandfather stole my cattle and burnt 
my mills. Then, in the war, he slew my brother 
Johann and lamed for life my cousin Matthias. 
Your father slew eight of my retainers and spoiled 
my crops. You yourself claim my land at the ford, 
and secure the spoil which is justly mine. Therefore 
do I declare war and feud against you. Therefore 
to you and all yours, to your helpers and helpers* 
helpers, am I a foe. And thereby shall I have main- 
tained my honour against you and yours. 

Wolfgang, Graf von Schlangerwald. 
HiEROM, Graf von Schlangenwald — 
his cousin." 
&c. &c. &c. 

And a long list of names, all connected with Schlan- 
genwald, followed; and a large seal, bearing the 
snake of Schlangenwald, was appended thereto. 

" The old miscreant ! '* burst out Ebbo ; " it is a 
feud brief." 

" A feud brief! " exclaimed Friedel ; " they are no 
longer according to the law." 



62 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

" Law ? — what cares he for law or mercy either ? 
Is this the way men act by the League? Did we not 
swear to send no more feud letters, nor have recourse 
to fist-right?" 

"We must appeal to the Markgraf of Wurteui- 
hurg," said Friedel. 

It was the only measure in their power, though 
Ebbo winced at it ; but his oaths were recent, and 
his conscience would not allow him to transgress 
them by doing himself justice. Besides, neither 
party could take tlie castle of the otlier, and the only 
reprisals in his power would have been on the defence- 
less peasants of Schlangenwald. He must therefore 
lay the whole matter before the Markgraf, who was 
the head of the Swabian League, and bound to 
redress liis wrongs. He made his arrangements 
without faltering, selecting the escort who were to 
accompany hiui, and insisting on leaving Friedel to 
guard his mother and the castle. He would not for 
tlie world have admitted the suggestion that the 
counsel and introduction of Adlerstein Wildschloss 
would have been exceedingly useful to him. 

Poor Christina ! It was a great deal too like that 
former departure, and her heait was heavy within 
her ! Friedel was equally unhappy at letting his 
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brother go without him, but it was quite necessary 
that he and the few armed men who remained should 
show themselves at all points open to the enemy in 
the course of the day, lest the Freiherr's absence 
.should be remarked. He did his best to cheer his 
mother, by reminding her that Ebbo was not likely 
to be taken at unawares as their father had been ; 
and he shared the prayers and chapel services, in 
which she poured out her anxiety. 

The blue banner came safe up the Pass again, but 
Ebbo was gloomy and indignant. The Markgraf of 
Wurtemburg had been formally civil to the young 
Freiherr ; but he had laughed at the feud letter as a 
mere old-fashioned habit of Schangenwald*s that it 
was better not to notice, and he evidently regarded 
the stealing of a bull or the misusing of a serf as 
far too petty a matter fot his attention. It was as if 
a judge had been called by a crying child to settle a 
nursery quarrel He told Ebbo that, being a free 
Baron of the empire, he must keep his bounds re- 
spected; he was free to take and hang any spoiler 
he could catch, but his bulls were his own affair : the 
League was not for such gear. 

And a knight who had ridden out of Stuttgard with 
Ebbo had told him that it was no wonder that this 
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had been his reception, for not only was Schlangen- 
wald an old intimate of the Markgraf, but Swabia 
was claimed as a fief of Wurtemburg, so that Ebbo's 
direct homage to the Emperor, without the interposi- 
tion of the Markgraf, had made him no object of favour* 
" What could be done V asked Ebbo. 

" Fire some Schlangenwald hamlet, and teach him 
to respect yours," said the knight 

" The poor serfs are guiltless." 

" Ha ! ha ! as if they woidd not rob any of yours. 
Give and take, that's the way the empire wags, sir 
baron. Send him a feud letter in return, with a 
goodly file of names at its foot, and teach him to 
i-espect you." 

" But I have sworn to abstain from fist-right." 

*' Much you gain by so abstaining. If the League 
will not take the trouble to right you, right your- 
8el£" 

" I shall appeal to the Emperor, and tell liim how 
his League is administered." 

" Young sir, if the Emperor were to guard every 
cow in his domains he would have enough to do. 
You wiU never prosper with him without some one 
to back your cause better than that free tongue of 
yours. Hast no sister that thou couldst give in 
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marriage to a stout baron that could aid you with 
strong arm and prudent head ? '* 

" I have only one twin brother." 

" Ah ! the twins of Adlerstein ! I remember me. 
Was not the other Adlerstein seeking an alliance 
with your lady mother ? Sure no better aid could be 
found. He is hand and glove with young King 
Max." 

" That may never be," said Ebbo, haughtily. And, 
sure that he should receive the same advice, he de- 
cided against turning aside to consult his uncle at 
Ulm, and returned home in a mood that rejoiced 
Heinz and Hatto with hopes of the old days, while 
it filled his mother with dreary dismay and apprehen- 
sion. 

" Schlangenwald should suffer next time he trans- 
gressed," said Ebbo. "It should not again be said that 
he himself was a coward who appealed to the law 
because his hand could not keep his head." 

The " next time " was when the first winter cold 
was setting in. A party of reitern came to harry an 
outlying field, where Ulrich had raised a scanty crop of 
rye. Tidings reached the castle in such good time that 
the two brothers, with Heinz, the two Ulm grooms, 
Koppel, and a troop of serfs, fell on the marauders 
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before they had effected much damage, and while 
some remained to trample out the fire, the rest pursued 
the enemy even to the village of Schlangenwald. 

" Bum it, Herr Freiherr," cried Heinz, hot with 
victory. " Let them learn how to make havoc of our 
com." 

But a host of half-naked beings rushed out shriek- 
ing about sick children, bed-ridden grandmothers, and 
crippled fathers, and falling on their knees, with 
tlieir hands stretched out to the young barons. Ebbo 
turned away his head with hot tears in his eyes ; 
" Friedel, what can we do ? " 

" Not barbarous murder," said Friedel. 

" But they brand us for cowards !" 

" The cowardice were in striking here," and Friedel 
sprang to withhold Koppel, who had lighted a bundle 
of dried fern ready to thrust into the thatch. 

" Peasants !" said Ebbo, with the same impulse, " I 
spare you. You did not this wrong. But bear word 
to your lord, that if he will meet me with lance and 
,sword, he will learn the valour of Adlerstein." 

The serfs flung themselves before him in transports 
of gratitude, but he tumed hastily away and strode 
up the mountain, his cheek glowing as he remembered, 
too late, that his defiance would be scoffed at, as a 
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boy's vaunt. By and by he arrived at the hamlet, 
where he found a prisoner, a scowling, abject fellow, 
already well beaten, and now held by two serfs. 

"Tlie halter is ready, Herr Freiherr," said old 
Ulrich, " and yon rowan stump is still as stout as 
when your Herr grandsire hung three lanzknechts on 
it in one day. We only waited your bidding." 

" Quick then, and let me hear no more," said Ebbo, 
about to descend the pass, as if hastening from the 
execution of a wolf taken in a gin. 

" Has he seen the priest 1" asked FriedeL 

The peasants looked as if this were one of Sir 
Frieders unaccoimtable fancies; Ebbo paused, 
frowned, and muttered, but seeing a move as if to 
drag the wretch towards the stunted bush overhang- 
ing an abyss, he shouted, " Hold, Ulrich ! Little 
Hans, do thou run down to the castle, and bring 
Father Jodocus to do his office ! " 

The serfs were much disgusted. " It never was so 
seen before, Herr Freiherr," remonstrated Heinz; "fang 
and hang was ever the word." 

" What shrift had my lord's father, or mine ?" added 
Koppel. 

" Look you ! " said Ebbo, turning sharply. " If 
Schlangenwald be a godless ruffian pitiless alike to 
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soul and body, is that a cause that I should stain my- 
self too ? " 

" It were true vengeance," growled Koppel. 

" And now," grumbled Ulrich, "will my lady hear, 
and there will be feeble pleadings for the vermin's life." 

Like mutterings ensued, the purport of which was 
caught by Friedel, and made him say to Ebbo, who 
would again have escaped the disagreeableness of the 
scene, "We had better tarry at hand. Unless we 
hold the folk in some check there will be no right 
execution. They will torture him to death ere the 
priest comes.'' 

Ebbo yielded, and began to pace the scanty area of 
the flat rock where the need-fire was wont to blaze. 
After a time he exclaimed : " Friedel, how couldst 
ask me ? Knowst not that it sickens me to see a 
mountain cat killed, save in full chase. And thou 
— why, thou art white as the snow crags ! " 

" Better conquer the folly than that he there should 
be put to needless pain," said Friedel, but with 
labouring breath that showed how terrible was the 
prospect to his imaginative soul, not inured to death 
scenes like those of his fellows. 

Just then a mocking laugh broke forth. " Ha ! " 
cried Ebbo, looking keenly down, "what do ye 
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there ? Fang and hang may be fair ; fang and torment 
is base ! What was it, lieschen ? " 

" Only, Herr Freiherr, the caitiff craved drink, 
and the fleischerinn gave him a cup from the 
stream behind the slaughter-house, where we killed 
the swine. Fit for the like of him ! " 

" By heavens, when I forbade torture !" cried Ebbo, 
leaping from the rock in time to see the disgusting 
draught held to the lips of the captive, whose hands 
were twisted back and bound with cruel tightness ; 
for the German boor, once roused from his lazy good 
nature, was doubly savage from stolidity. 

" Wretches ! " cried Ebbo, striking right and left 
with the back of his sword, among the serfs, and then 
cutting the thong that was eating into the prisoner's 
flesh, while Friedel caught up a wooden bowl, filled 
it with pure water, and offered it to the captive, 
who drank deeply. 

" Now," said Ebbo, ''hast ought to say for thyself?'' 

A low curse against things in general was the only 
answer. 

" What brought thee here ? " continued Ebbo, in 
hopes of extracting some excuse for pardon ; but the 
prisoner only hung his head as one stupified, brutally 
indifferent, and hardened against the mere trouble 
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of answering. Not another word could be extracted, 
and Ebbo's position was very imcomfortable, keeping 
guard over his condemned felon, with the sulky 
peasants herding round, in fear of being baulked of 
their prey ; and the reluctance growing on him every 
moment to taking life in cold blood. Eight of life 
and death was a heavy burden to a youth tmder 
seventeen, unless he had been thoughtless and reck- 
less, and firom this Ebbo had been prevented by his 
peculiar life. The lion cub had never tasted blood. 

The situation was prolonged beyond expectation. 

Many a time had the brothers paced their platform 
of rock, the criminal had fallen into a doze, and women 
and boys were murmuring that they must call home 
their kine and goats, and it was a shame to debar 
them of the sight of the hanging, long before Hans 
came back between crying and stammering, to say 
that Father Jodoeus had Mien into so deep a study 
over his book, that he only muttered " Comiii^"* then 
went into another musii^ fit, wtoice no one could 
loose him to do more than say " Comii^ I Let him 
wait.'' 

» 

"^ I must go and bdng him, if the thing is to be 
dofie,"^ said FriedeL 

"^And let it last all night!*' was the answer. 
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" No, if the man were to die, it should be at once, 
not by inches. Hark thee, rogue ! " stirring him with 
his foot. 

"Well, sir," said the man, "is the hanging ready 
yet? You've been long enough about it for us to 
have twisted the necks of every Adlerstein of you 
all" 

" Look thee, caitiff ! " said Ebbo ; " thou meritest 
the rope as well as any wolf on the mountain, but 
we have kept thee so long in suspense, that if thou 
canst say a word for thy life, or pledge thyself to 
meddle no more with my lands, I'll consider of thy 
doom." 

"You have had plenty of time to consider it," 
growled the fellow. 

A murmur, followed by a wrathful shout, rose 
among the villagers. " Letting off the villain ! No ! 
No ! Out upon him ! He dares not ! " 

"Dare!" thundered Ebbo,. with flashing eyes. 
"Eascals as ye are, think ye to hinder me from 
daring ? Your will to be mine ? There, fellow ; 
away with thee ! Up to the Gemsbock*s Pass ! And 
whoso would follow him, let him do so at his 
peril r' 

The prisoner was prompt to gather himself up and 
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rush like a hunted auimal to the path, at the 
entrance of which stood both twins, with drawn 
swords, to defend the escape. Of coiu^se no one 
ventured to follow ; and surlv discontented murmurs 
were the sole result as the peasants dispersed. 
Ebbo, sheathing his sword, and putting his arm 
into his brother s, said : *' What, Friedel, turned 
stony-hearted? Hadst never a word for the poor 
caitiff ? " 

" I knew thou wouldst never do the deed," said 
Friedel, smiling. 

"It was such wretched prey," said Ebbo. "Yet 
shall I be despised for this ! Would that thou hadst 
let me string him up shriftless, as any other man had 
done, and there would have been an end of it ! " 

And even his mother s satisfaction did not OTeatlv 
comfort Ebbo, for he was of tlie age to feel more 
ashamed of a solecism than a crime. Christina per- 
ceived that this was one of his most critical periods 
of life, baited as he was by the enemy of his race, 
and feeling aU the disadvantages which heart and 
conscience gave him in dealing \i'ith a man who had 
neither, at a time when public opinion was always 
with the most masterful. The necessitv of armino: 
his retainers and having fighting men as a guard were 
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additional temptations to hereditary habits of vio- 
lence ; and that so proud and fiery a nature as his 
should never become involved in them was almost 
beyond hope. Even present danger seemed more 
around than ever before. The estate was almost in a 
state of siege, and Christina never saw her sons quit 
the castle without thinking of their father's fate, and 
passing into the chapel to entreat for their return un- 
scathed in body or soul. The snow, which she had 
so often hailed as a friend, was never more welcome 
than this winter ; not merely as shutting the enemy 
out, and her sons in, but as cutting off all danger of a 
visit from her suitor, who would now come armed 
with his late sufferings in her behalf; and, more- 
over, with all the urgent need of a wise and respected 
head and protector for her sons. Yet the more evident 
the expediency became, the greater grew her distaste. 
StUl the lonely life weiglied heavily on Ebbo. 
Light-hearted Friedel was ever busy and happy, were 
he chasing the grim winter game — the bear and wolf 
^with his brother, fencing in the hall, learning 
Greek with the chaplain, reading or -singing to his 
mother, or carving graceful angel forms to adorn the 
chapel. Or he could at all times soar into a minstrel 
di'oam of pure chivalrous semi-allegorical romance, 
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sometimes told ©ver the glowing embers to liis 
mother and brother. AU that came to Friedel was 
joy, from battling with the bear on a frozen rock, to 
persuading rude little Hans to come to the Frau 
Freiherrin to learn his Paternoster. But the elder 
twin might hunt, might fence, might smile or kindle 
at his brother's lay, but ever with a restless gloom on 
him, a doubt of the future which made him impatient 
of the present, and led to a sharpness and hasti- 
ness of manner that broke forth in anger at slight 
offences. 

" The matron's coif succeeding the widow's veil,'" 
Friedel heard him muttering even in sleep, and more 
than once listened to it as Ebbo leant over the battle- 
ments—as he looked over the white world to the 
grey mist above the city of XJlm. 

" Thou, who mockest my forebodings and fancies, 
to dwell on that gipsy augury!" argued Friedel. 
" As thou saidst at the time, Wildschloss's looks gave 
shrewd cause for it." 

•'The answer is in mine own heart," answered 
Ebbo. " Since our stay at Ulm, I have ever felt as 
though the sweet motherling were less my own I 
And the same with my house and lands. Bule as I 
will, a mocking laugh comes back to me, saying: 
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* Tliou art but a boy, sir baron, thou dost but play at 
lords and knights/ If I had hung yon rogue of a 
reiter, I wonder if I had felt my grasp more real ? " 

" Nay," said Friedel, glancing from the sparkling 
white slopes to the pure blue above, " our whole life 
is but a play at lords and knights, with the blessed 
saints as witnesses of our sport in the tilt yard." 

" Were it merely that," said Ebbo, impatiently, " I 
were not so galled. Something hangs over us, 
Friedel ! I long that these snows would melt, that I 
might at least know what it is ! " 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



BRIDGING THE FORD. 



The snow melted, the torrent became a flood, then 
contracted itself, but was still a broad stream, when 
one spring afternoon Ebbo showed his brother some 
wains making for the ford, adding, "It cannot be 
rightly passable. They will come to loss. I shall 
get the men together to aid them." 

He blew a blast on his horn, and added, "The 
knaves will be alert enough if they hope to meddle 
with honest men's luggage." 

*'See," and Friedel pointed to the thicket to the 
westward of the meadow aroimd the stream, where 
the beech trees were budding, but not yet forming a 
full mass of verdure, " is not the Snake in the wood ? 
Metliinks I spy the glitter of his scales." 

" By heavens, the villains are lying in wait for the 
travellers at our landing-place," cried Ebbo, and 
again raising the bugle to his lips, he sent forth three 
notes well known as a call to arms. Their echoes 
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came back from the rocks, followed instantly by 
lusty jodels, and the brothers rushed into the hall to 
take down their light head-pieces and corslets, 
answering in haste their mother's startled questions, 
by telling of the endangered travellers, and the 
Schlangenwald ambush. She looked white and 
trembled, but said no word to hinder them ; only as 
she clasped Friedel's corslet, she entreated them to 
take fuller armour. 

" We must speed the short way down the rock," 
said Ebbo, "and cannot be cumbered with heavy 
harness. Sweet motherling, fear not ; but let a meal 
be spread for our rescued captives. Ho, Heinz, 'tis 
against the Schlangenwald rascals. Art too stiff to 
go down the rock path ? " 

" No ; nor down the abyss, could I strike a good 
stroke against Schlangenwald at the bottom of it,'* 
quoth Heinz. 

" Nor see vermin set free by the Freiherr," growled 
Koppel; but the words were lost in Ebbo's loud 
commands to the men, as Friedel and Hatto handed 
down the weapons to them. 

The convoy had by this time halted, evidently to 
try the ford. A horseman crossed, and found it prac- 
ticable, for a waggon proceeded to make the attempt. 
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" Now is our time," said Ebbo, who was standing 
on the narrow ledge between the castle and the pre- 
cipitous path leading to the meadow. " One waggon 
may get over, but the second or third will stick in 
the ruts that it leaves. Now we will drop from our 
crag, and if the Snake falls on them, why, then for a 
pounce of the Eagle." 

The two young knights, so goodly in their bright 
steel, knelt for their mother's blessing, and then 
sprang like chamois down the ivy-twined steep, fol- 
lowed by their men, and were lost to sight among 
the bushes and rocks. Yet even while her frame 
quivered with fear, her heart swelled at the thought 
what a gulf there was between these days and those 
when she had hidden her face in despair, while 
Ermentrude watched the Debateable Ford. * 

She watched now in suspense, indeed, but with 
exultation instead of shame, as two waggons safely 
crossed ; but the tliird stuck fast, and presently 
turned over in the stream, impelled sideways by the 
efforts of the struggling horses. Then, amid endea- 
vours to disentangle the animals and succour the 
driver, the travellers were attacked by a party of 
armed men, who dashed out of the beechwood, and 
fell on the main body of the waggons, which were 
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waiting on the bit of bare shingly soil that lay 
between the new and old channels. A wild meUe 
was aU that Christina could see — weapons raised, 
horses starting, men rushing from the river, while the 
clang and the shout rose even to the castle. 

Hark! Out rings the clear call, "The Eagle to 
the rescue ! " There they speed over the meadow, the 
two slender forms with glancing helms ! overrun 
not the followers, rush not into needless danger! 
There is Koppel almost up with them with his big 
axe — Heinz's broad shoulders near. Heaven strike 
with them ! Visit not their forefathers' sin on those 
pure spirits. Some are flying. Some one has fallen ! 
heavens ! on which side ? Ali ! it is into the 
Schlangenwald woods that the fugitives direct their 
flight. Three — four — the whole troop pursued ! Go 
not too far ! Eun not into needless risk ! Your work 
is done, and gallantly. Well done, young knights of 
Adlerstein ! Which of you is it that stands pointing 
out safe standing-ground for the men that are raising 
the waggon ? Which of you is it who stands in con- 
verse with a burgher form ? Thanks and blessings ! 
the lads are safe, and full knightly hath been their 
first emprise. 

A quarter of an hour later, a gay step mounted the 
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ascent, and Frieders bright face laughed from his 
helmet, " There, mother, will you crown your knights ? 
Could you see Ebbo bear down the chief squire ? for 
the old Snake was not there himself. And whom do 
you think we rescued, besides a whole band of Vene- 
tian traders to whom he had joined himself ? AVhy, 
my uncle's friend, the architect, of whom he used to 
speak — Master ]Moritz Schleiermacher." 

" Moritz Schleieimacher 1 I knew him as a boy." 

" He had been laying out a Lustgarten for the 
Eomish king at Innspruck, and he is a stout man of 
his hands, and attempted defence ; but he had such a 
shrewd blow before we came up, that he lay like one 
dead ; and when he was lifted up, he gazed at us like 
one moonstruck, and said, 'Are my eyes dazed, or 
are these the twins of Adlerstein, that are as like as 
face to mirror ? Lads, lads, your uncle looked not to 
hear of you acting in this sort.' But soon we and 
his people let him know how it was, and that eagles 
do not have the manner of snakes." 

" Poor Master Moritz ! Is he much hurt ? Is 
Ebbo bringing him up hither ? " 

" No, mother, he is but giddied and stunned, and 
now must you send down store of sausage, sourkraut, 
meat, wine, and beer ; for the wains cannot all cross 
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till (laylight, and we must keep ward all night lest 
the Schlangenwalden should fall on them again. 
Plenty of good cheer, mother, to make a right merry 
^atch." 

" Take heed, Friedel mine ; a merry watch is scarce 
a safe one." 

" Even so, sweet motherling, and therefore must 
Ebbo and I share it. You must mete out your liquor 
wisely, you see, enough for the credit of Adlerstein, 
and enough to keep out the marsh fog, yet not enough 
to make us snore too soundly. I am going to take 
my lute ; it would be using it iU not to let it enjoy 
such a chance as a midnight watch." 

So away went the light-hearted boy, and by and by 
Christina saw the red watch-fire as she gazed from 
her turret window. She would have been pleased to 
see how, marshalled by a merchant who had crossed 
the desert from Egypt to Palestine, the waggons were 
ranged in a circle, and the watches told oflF, while the 
food and drink were carefully portioned out. 

Freiherr Ebbo, on his own ground, as champion 
and host, was far more at ease than in the city, and 
became very friendly with the merchants and archi- 
tect as they sat round the bright fire, conversing, or 
at times challenging the mountain echoes by songs 

VOL. II. G 



82 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLETS NEST. 

to the sound of Frieders lute. When the stars gi-ew 
bright, most lay down to sleep in the waggons, while 
others watched, pacing up and down till KLarl's waggon 
should be over the mountain, and the vigil was re- 
lieved. 

No disturbance took place, and at sunrise a hasty 
meal was partaken of, and the work of crossing the 
river was set in hand. 

" Pity," said Moritz, the architect, " that this fonl 
were not spanned by a bridge, to the avoiding of 
danger and spoil" 

" AVho could build such a bridge?" asked Ebbo. 

" Yourself, Herr Freiherr, in union with us burghers 
of Ulm, It were well worth your while to give land 
and stone, and ours to give labour and skill, provided 
we fixed a toll on the passage, which would be will- 
ingly paid to save peril and delay." 

The brothel's caught at the idea, and the merchants 
agreed that such a bridge would be an inestimable 
boon to all traffickers between Constance, Ulm, and 
Augsburg, and would attract many travellers who 
were scared away by the evil fame of the Dcbateable 
ForA Master Jloritz looked at the stone of the 
mountain, pronounced it excellent material, and 
already sketched the span of the arches witli a view 
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to winter torrents. As to the site, the best was on 
the firm ground above the ford ; but here only one 
side was Adlerstein, while on the other Ebbo claimed 
both banks, and it was probable that an equally 
sound foundation could be obtained, only with more 
cost and delay. 

After this survey, the travellers took leave of the 
Barons, promising to write when their fellow-citizens 
should have been sounded as to the bridge ; and 
Ebbo remained in high spirits, with such brilliant 
purposes that he had quite forgotten his gloomy fore- 
bodings. " Peace instead of war at home," he said ; 
" with the revenue it will bring, I will build a mill, 
and set our lads to work, so that they may become 
less dull and doltish than their parents. Tlien will* 
we follow the Emperor with a train that none need 
despise ! No one will talk now of Adlerstein not 
being able to take care of himself ! " 

Letters came from Ulm, saying that the guilds of 
mercers and wine merchants were delighted with the 
project, and invited the Baron of Adlerstein to a 
council at the Eathhaus. Master Sorel begged the 
mother to come with her sons to be his guest ; but, 
fearing the neighbourhood of Sir Kasimir, she re- 
mained at home, with Heinz for her seneschal while 
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her sons rode to the city. Tliere Ebbo found that his 
late exploit and his future plan had made him a 
X)erson of much greater consideration than on his last 
visit, and he demeaned himself with far more ease 
and affability in consequence. He had affairs on his 
liands too, and felt more than one year older. 

The two guilds agreed to build the bridge, and 
share the toll with the Baron in return for the ground 
and materials ; but they preferred the plan that placed 
one pier on the Schlangenwald bank, and proposed 
to write to the Count an ofifer to include him in the 
scheme, awarding him a share of the profits in pro- 
portion to his contribution. However vexed at the 
turn afifaii's had taken, Ebbo could offer no valid 
objection, and was obliged to affix his signature to 
the letter in company with the guildmasters. 

It was despatched by the city pursuivants — 

The only men who safe might ride 
Their errands on the border side ; 

and a meeting was appointed in the Eathhaus for the 
day of their expected return.^ Tlie higher burghers 
sat on their carved chairs in the grand old hall, the 
lesser magnates on benches, and Ebbo, in an elbowed 
seat far too spacious for his slender proportions, met 
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a glance from Fiiedel that told him his merry brother 
was thinking of the frog and the ox. The pursuivants 
entered — hardy, shrewd-looking men, with the city 
arms decking them wherever there was room for 
them. 

" Honour-worthy sirs," they said, " no letter did the 
Graf von Schlangenwald return." 

" Sent he no message ? " demanded Moritz Schleier- 
macher. 

" Yea, worthy sir, but scarce befitting this reverend 
assembly." On being pressed, however, it was re- 
peated : " The Lord Count was pleased to swear at 
what he termed the insolence of the city in sending 
him heralds, * as if,' said he, ' the dogs,' your worships, 
'were his equals.' Then having cursed your wor- 
ships, he reviled the crooked writing of Herr Clerk 
Diedrichson, and called his chaplain to read it to 
him. Herr Priest could scarce read three lines for 
his foul language about the ford. * Never,* said he, 
' would he consent to raising a bridge — a mean trick/ 
so said he, ' for defrauding him of his rights to what 
the flood sent him.* " 

" But," asked Ebbo, *' took he no note of our ex- 
planation, that if he give not the upper bank, we 
will build lower, where both sides are my own ? " 
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" He passed it not entirely over," replied the mes- 
senger. 

" What said he — the very words ? ** demanded 
Ebho, with the paling cheek and low voice that made 
Iiis passion often seem like patience. 

" He said — (the Herr Freiherr will pardon me for 
rcjicating the words) — he said, * Tell the misproud 
mongrel of Adlerstein that he had l>est sit firm in 
his own saddle ere meddling witli his betters, and if 
lie touch one pebble of the Braunwasser, he will rue 
it. And before your city-folk take up with him or 
Iiis, they had best ledm whether he have any right at 
all in the case.* " 

" His right is plain," said Master Gottfried ; " full 
]>roofs were given in, and his investitm'e by the 
Kaisar forms a title in itsel£ It is mere bravado, 
and an endeavour to make mischief between the 
I'aron and the city." 

" Even so did I explain, HeiT Guildmaster," said 
the pursuivant ; " but, ]>ardon me, the Count laughed 
me to scorn, and quoth he, * asked the Kaisar for 
j)roof of his father's death !* " 

" Mere mischief-making, as before," said Master 
Gottfried, while his nephews started with amaze. 
" His father's death was proved by an eye-witness, 



ite. 



THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE*S NEST. 87 

whom you still have in your train, have you not, 
Hen' Freiherr ? " 

" Yea," replied Ebbo, " he is at Adlerstein now, 
Heinrich Bauennann, called the Schneiderlein, a lanz- 
knecht, who alone escaped the slaughter, and from 
whom we liavo often heard how my father died, * 
ohoked in his own blood, from a deep breast-wound, 
immediately after he had sent home his last greetings 
to my lady mother." 

" Was the corpse restored ? " asked the able Eaths- 
lieiT Ulrich. 

" No," said Ebbo. " Almost all our retainers had 
perished, and when a friar was sent to the hostel 
to bring home the remains, it appeared that the 
treacherous foe had borne them off — nay, my grand- 
father's head was sent to the Diet ! " 

The whole assembly agreed that the Count could 
only mean to make the absence of direct evidence 
About a murder committed eighteen years ago tell in 
.sowing distrust between the allies. The suggestion 
was not worth a thought, and it was plain that no 
site would be available except the Debateable Strand. 
To this, however, Ebbo*s title was assailable, both on 
iiccount of his minority, as well as his father's un- 
proved death, and of the disputed claim to the ground. 
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The Bathsherr, Master Gottfried, and others, there- 
fore recommended deferring the work till the Baron 
should be of age, when, on again tendering his alle- 
giance, he might obtain a distinct recognition of his 
marches. But this policy did not consort with the 
qidck spirit of iloritz Schleiermacher, nor with the 
convenience of the mercers and wine-merchants, whfv 
were constant sufferers by the want of a bridge, and 
afraid of waiting four years, in which a lad like the 
Baron might return to the normal instincts of his 
class, or the Braunwasser might take back the land it 
had given ; whilst Ebbo himself was urgent, with all 
the defiant fire of youth, to begin building at once in 
spite of all gainsayers. 

" Strife and blood will it cost," said Master Sorel, 
gravely. 

" What can be had worth the having save at 
cost of strife and blood ? " said Ebbo, with a glance 
of fire. 

" Youth speaks of counting the cost. Little knows 
it what it saith,** sighed Master Gottfried. 

" Nay," returned the Eathsherr, " were it otherwise, 
who would have the heart for enterprise ? " 

So the young knights mounted, and had ridden 
about half the way in silence, when Ebbo exclaimed. 



^ 
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"Friedel" — and as his brother started, "Wliat art 
musing on ? " 

" What thou art thinking of," said Friedel, turning 
on him an eye that had not only something of the 
brightness but of the penetration of a sunbeam. 

" I do not think thereon at all," said Ebbo, gloomily. 
" It is a figment of the old serpent to hinder us from 
snatching his prey from him." 

" Nevertheless," said Friedel, *' I cannot but 
remember that the Genoese merchant of old told 
us of a German noble sold by his foes to the 
Moors." 

" Folly ! That tale was too recent to concern my 
father." 

" I did not think it did," said Friedel ; " but may- 
hap that noble's family rest equally certain of his 
death." 

" Pfui ! " said Ebbo, hotly ; " hast not heard fifty 
times how he died even in speaking, and how Heinz 
crossed liis hands on his breast? What wouldst 
have more ? " 

" Hardly even that," said Friedel, slightly smiling. 

" Tush 1 " hastily returned his brother, " I meant 
only by way of proof. Would an honest old fellow 
like Heinz be a deceiver ? " 
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" Not wittingly. Yet I would fain ride to that 
hostel and make inquiries ! " 

" The traitor host met his deserts, and was broken 
on the wheel for murdering a pedlar a year ago," said 
Ebl)0. " I would I knew where my father was buried, 
for then would T bring his corpse honourably back ; 
but as to his being a living man, I will not have it 
s])oken of to trouble my mother." 

" To trouble her ? " exclaimed FriedeL 

" To trouble her,'' repeated Ebbo. " Long since 
hath passed the pang of his loss, and there is reason 
in what old Sorel says, that he must have been a 
rugged, untaught savage, with little in common with 
the gentle one, and that tender memory hath decked 
him out as he never could have been. Nay, Friedel, 
it is but sense. What could a man have been under 
tlie granddame's breeding?" 

" Tt becomes not thee to say so ! " returned Friedel. 
^ Nay, he could learn to love our mother." 

" One sign of grace, but doubtless she loved him the 
better for their having been so little together. Her 
heart is at peace, believing him in his grave ; but let 
her imagine him in Schlangenwald's dungeon, or some 
Moorish galley, if thou likest it better, and how will 
her mild spirit be rent ! " 
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" It might be so," said Friedel, thoughtfully. " It 
may be best to keep this secret from her till we have 
fuller certainty." 

" Agreed then," said Ebbo, *' unless the Wildschloss 
fellow should again molest us, when his answer is 
ready." 

" Is this just towards my mother ? " said FriedeL 

" Just ! Wliat mean'st thou ? Is it not our office 
and our dearest right to shield our mother from care ? 
And is not her chief wish to be rid of the Wildschloss 
suit?" 

Nevertheless Ebbo was moody all the way home, 
hut when there he devoted himself in his most eager 
and winning way to his mother, telling her of Master 
(Gottfried's woodcuts, and Hausfrau Johanna's rheu- 
matism, and of all the news of the country, in espe- 
(iial that the Kaisar was at Lintz, very ill with a 
«^*angrene in his leg, said to have been caused by his 
habit of always kicking doors open,' and that his 
doctors thought of amputation, a horrible idea in the 
lifteenth century. The young baron was evidently 
bent on proving that no one could make his mother 
so happy as he could ; and he was not far wrong there. 

Friedel, however, could not rest till he had followed 
Heinz to the stable, and speaking over the back of 
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the old white mare, the only other survivor of the 
massacre, had asked him once more for the particu- 
lars, a tale he was never loth to tell : but when Friedel 
further demanded whether he was certain of having 
seen the death of his younger lord, he replied, as if 
hurt : " What, think you I would have quitted him 
while life was yet in him ? " 

" No, certainly, good Heinz ; yet I would fain know 
by what tokens thou knewest his death." 

" Ah ! Sir Friedel ; when you have seen a stricken 
field or two, you will not ask how I know death from 
life." 

" Is a swoon so utterly unlike death ? '* 

" I say not but that an inexperienced youth might be 
mistaken," said Heinz ; ** but for one who had learned 
the bloody trade, it were impossible. Why ask, sir ? " 

"Because," said Friedel, low and mysteriously — 
" my brother would not have my mother know it, but 
— Count Schlangenwald demanded whether we could 
prove my father's death." 

" Prove ! He could not choose but die with three 
such wounds, as the old ruffian knows. I shall bless 
the day. Sir Friedmund, when I see you or your 
brother give back those strokes ! A hea^'y reckoning 
be his." 
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" We all deem that he only meant to cross our de- 
signs," said Friedel. " Yet, Heinz, I would I knew 
how to find out what passed when thou wast gone. 
Is there no servant at the inn — no retainer of Schlan- 
genwald that aught could be learnt from?" 

'" By St. Gertrude," roughly answereii the Schnei- 
derlein, " if you cannot be satisfied with the oath of a 
man like me, who would have given his life to save 
your father, I know not what will please you." 

Friedel, with his wonted goodnature, set himself to 
pacify the warrior with assurances of his trust ; yet 
while Ebbo plunged more eagerly into plans for the 
bridge-t)uilding, Friedel drew more and more into his 
old world of musings ; and many a summer afternoon 
was spent by him at the Ptarmigan's Mere, in deep 
communings with himseK, as one revolving a purpose. 
Cliristina could not but observe, with a strange 
sense of foreboding, that, while one son was more than 
ever in the lonely mountain heights, the other was far 
more at the base. Master Moritz Schleiermacher was 
a constant guest at the castle, and Ebbo was much 
taken up with his companionship. He was a strong, 
shrewd man, still young, but with much experience, 
and he knew how to adapt himself to intercourse with 
the proud nobility, preserving an independent bearing, 
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while avoiding all that haughtiness could take um- 
brage at ; and thus he was acquiring a greater influ- 
ence over Ebbo than was perceived by any save the 
watchful mother, who began to fear lest her son was 
acquiring an infusion of worldly wisdom and eager- 

» 

ness for gain that would indeed be a severance between 
him and his brother. 

If she had known the real difiference that imcon- 
ciously kept her sons apart, her heart would hav(* 
ached yet more. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

FRIEDMUND IN THE CLOUDS. 

The stone was quarried liigh on the mountain, auti 
a direct road was made for bringing it down to the 
water-side. The castle profited by the road in acces- 
sibility, but its impregnability was so far lessened. 
However, as Ebbo said, it was to be a friendly har- 
bour, instead of a robber crag, and in case of need 
the communication could easily be destroyed. The 
blocks of stone were brought down, and wooden 
sheds were erected for the workmen in the meado%\'. 
In August, however, came tidings that, after two 
amputations of his diseased limb, the Kaisar Ereid- 
rich III. had died — it was said from over free use of 
melons in the fever consequent on the operation. His 
death was not likely to make much change in the go- 
vernment, which had of late been left to his son. At 
this time the King of the Eomans (for the title of 
Kaisar was conferred only by coronation by the Pope, 
and this Maximilian never received) was at Innspruck 
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collecting troops for the deliverance of Styria and 
CarintMa from a horde of invading Turka The 
Markgraf of Wurtembnig sent an intimation to aU 
the Swabian League that the new sovereign would 
be best pleased if their homage were paid to him 
in his camp at the head of their armed retainers. 

Here was the way of enterprise and honour open 
at last, and the young Barons of Adlerstein eagerly 
prepared for it, equipping' their vassals and sending 
to Ulm to take three or four men-at-arms into their 
pay, so as to make up twenty lances as the contingent 
of Adlerstein. It was decided that Christina should 
spend the time of their absence at Ulm, whither her 
sons would escort her on their way to the camp. The 
last busy day was over, and in the summer evening 
Christina was sitting on the castle steps listem'ng to 
Ebbo's eager talk of his plans of interesting his hero, 
the King of the Romans, in his bridge, and obtain- 
ing full recognition of his claim to the Debateable 
Strand, where the busy workmen could be seen far 
below. 

Presently Ebbo, as usual when left to himself, 
grew restless for want of Friedel, and exclaiming, 
" The musing fit is on him! — he will stay all night at 
the tarn if I fetch him not," he set off in quest of 
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him, passing through the hamlet to look for him in 
the chapel on his way. 

Not finding Friedel there, he was, however, some 
way up towards the tarn, when he met his brother 
wearing the beamy yet awestruck look that he often 
brought from the mountain height, yet with a sted- 
fast expression of resolute purpose on his face. 

" Ah, dreamer ! " said Ebbo, " I knew where to seek 
thee ! Ever in the clouds ! " 

" Yes, I have been to the tarn," said Friedel, throw- 
ing his arm round his brother's neck in their boyish 
fashion. " It has been very dear to me, and I longed 
to see its grey depths once more." 

" Once ! Yea manifold times shalt thou see them," 
said Ebbo. " Schleiermacher tells me that these are 
no Janissaries, but a mere miscreant horde, even by 
whom glory can scarce be gained, and no peril at all." 

" I know not," said Friedel, " but it is to me as if I 
were taking my leave of all these purple hollows and 
heaven-Hghted peaks cleaving the sky. All the more, 
Ebbo, since I have made up my mind to a reso- 
lution." 

"Nay, none of the old monkish fancies," cried 
Ebbo, " against them thou art sworn, so long as I am 
true knight." 

VOL. n. H 
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" No, it is not the monkish fancy, but I am con- 
vinced that it is my duty to strive to ascertain my 
fiEtther's fate. Hold, I say not that it is thine. Thou 
hast thy charge here '* 

"Looking for a dead man," growled Ebbo; "a 
proper quest !*' 

"Not so," returned FriedeL "At the camp it will 
surely be possible to learn, through either Schlangen- 
wald or his men, how it went with my father. Men 
say that his surviving son, the Teutonic knight, is of 
very different mould. He might bring something to 
light. Were it proved to be as the Schneiderlein avers, 
then would our conscience be at rest ; but, if he were 
in Schlangenwald's dimgeon '' 

"Folly! Impossible!" 

" Yet men have pined eighteen years in dark vaults," 
said Friedel ; " and, when I think that so may he have 
wasted for the whole of our lives that have been so 
free and joyous on his own mountain, it irks me to 
boimd on the heather or gaze at the stars." 

" If the serpent hath dared," cried Ebbo, " though it 
is mere folly to think of it, we would summon the 
League and have his castle about his ears ! Not that 
I believe it." 

" Scarce do I," said Friedel ; " but there haunts me 
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evermore the description of the kindly German 
chained between the decks of the Corsair's galley. 
Once and again have I dreamt thereof And, Ebbo, 
recollect the prediction that so fretted thee. Might 
not yon dark-cheeked woman have had some know- 
ledge of the East and its captives ? " 

Ebbo started, but resumed his former tone. " So 
thou wouldst begin thine errantry like Sir HUdebert 
and Sir Hildebrand in the * Eose garden ? ' Have a. 
care. Such quests end in mortal conflict between the 
unknown father and son." 

*' I should know him," said Friedel, enthusiastically,. 
" or, at least, he would know my mother's son in me ; 
and, could I no otherwise ransom him, I would ply 
the oar in his stead." 

" A fine exchange for my mother and me," gloomUy 
laughed Ebbo, " to lose thee, my sublimated self, for 
a rude, savage lord, who would straightway undo alf 
our work, and rate and misuse our sweet mother for 
being more civilized than himself." 

" Shame, Ebbo ! " cried Friedel, " or art thou but 
in jest ? " 

" So far in jest that thou wilt never go, puissant 
Sir Hildebert," returned Ebbo, drawing him closer. 
"Thou wilt learn— as I also trust to do — in what 

h2 
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nameless hole the serpent hid his remains. Then 
shall they be duly coffined and blazoned All the 
monks in the cloisters for twenty miles round shall 
sing requiems, and thou and I will walk bareheaded, 
with candles in our hands, by the bier, till we 
rest him in the Blessed Friedmimd's chapel ; and 
there Lucas Handlein shall carve his tomb, and thou 
shalt sit for the likness." 

•' So may it end," said Friedel, " but either I will 
know him dead, or endeavour somewhat in his behalf. 
And that the need is real, as well as the purpose 
blessed, I have become the more certain, for Ebbo, as 
I rose to descend the hill, I saw on the cloud our 
patron's very form— I saw myself kneel before him 
and receive his blessing." 

Ebbo burst out laughing. " Now know I that it is 
indeed as saith Schleiermacher," he said, ''and that 
these phantoms of the Blessed Eriedmund are but 
shadows cast by the sun on the vapours of the ravine. 
See, Friedel, I had gone to seek thee at the chapel, 
and meeting Father Norbert, I bent my knee, that I 
might take his farewell blessing. I had the substance, 
thou the shadow, thou dreamer ! " 

Friedel was as much mortified for the moment as 
his gentle nature could be. Then he resumed his sweet 
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smile, saying, " Be it so ! I have oft read that men 
are too prone to take visions and special providences 
to themselves, and now I have proved the truth of the 
saying." 

" And," said Ebbo, " thou seest thy purpose is as 
baseless as thy vision ? " 

" No, Ebbo. It grieves me to differ from thee, but 
my resolve is older than the fancy, and may not be 
shaken because I was vain enough to believe that the 
Blessed Friedmund could stoop to bless me." 

"Ha!" shouted Ebbo, glad to see an object on 
which to vent his secret annoyance. "Who goes 
there, skulking round the rocks ? Here, rogue, what 
art after here ? " 

" No harm," sullenly replied a half-clad boy. 

" Whence art thou ? From Schlangenwald, to spy 
what more we can be robbed of? The lash — " 

" Hold," interposed Eriedel. " Perchance the poor 
lad had no evil purposes. Didst lose thy way ? " 

" No, sir, my mother sent me." 

"I thought so," cried Ebbo. "This comes of 

« 

sparing the nest of thankless adders !" 

" Nay," said Friedel, " mayhap it is because they 
are not thankless that the poor fellow is here." 

" Sir," said the boy, coming nearer, " I will tell you 
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— yovj I will tell — ^not him who threatens. Mother 
said you spared our huts, and the lady gave us bread 
when we came to the castle gate in winter, and she 
would not see the reiters lay waste your folk's doings 
down there without warning you." 

" My good lad ! What saidst thou ? " cried Ebbo, 
but the boy seemed dumb before him, and Friedel 
repeated the question ere he answered: "All the 
lanzknechts and reiters are at the castle, and the Herr 
Graf has taken all my father's young sheep for them, 
a plague upon him. And our folk are warned to be 
at the muster rock to-morrow mom, each with a 
bimdle of straw and a pine brand ; and Black Berend 
heard the body squire say the Herr Graf had sworn 
not to go to the wars till every stick at the ford be 
burnt, every stone drowned, every workman hung." 

Ebbo in a transport of indignation and gratitude, 
thrust his hand into his pouch, and threw the boy 
a handful of groschen, while Friedel gave warm 
thanks, in the utmost haste, ere both brothers sprang 
with headlong speed down the wild path, to take 
advantage of the timely intelligence. 

The little council of war was speedily assembled, 
consisting of the barons, their mother. Master Moritz 
Schleiermacher, Heinz, and Hatto. To bring up to 
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the castle the workmen^ their families, and the more 
valuable implements, was at once decided; and 
Christina asked whether there would be anjrthing 
left worth defending, and whether the Schlangen- 
walden might not expend their fury on the scaffold, 
which could be newly supplied from the forest, the 
huts, which could be quickly restored, and the stones, 
which could hardly be damaged. The enemy must 
proceed to the camp in a day or two, and the building 
would be less assailable by their return ; and, besides, 
it was scarcely lawful to enter on a private war when 
the imperial banner was in the field. 

"Craving your pardon, gracious lady," said the 
architect, " that blame rests with him who provokes 
the war. See, lord baron, there is time to send to 
trim, where the two guilds, our allies, will at once 
equip their trained bands and despatch them. We 
meanwhile will hold the knaves in check, and, by 
the time oiir burghers come up, the snake brood will 
have had such a lesson as they will not soon forget. 
Said I well, Herr Freiherr V 

" Eight bravely," said Ebbo. " It consorts not with 
our honour or rights, with my pledges to Ulm, or the 
fame of my house, to shut ourselves up and see the 
rogues work their will scatheless. My own score of 
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men, besides the stouter masons, carpenters, and 
serfs, will be fuUy enough to make the old serpent of 
the wood rue the day, even without the aid of the 
burghers. Not a word against it, dearest mother. 
None is so wise as thou in matters of peace, but 
honour is here concerned." 

" My question is," perseveried the mother, "whether 
honour be not better served by obeying the simmions 
of the king against the infidel, with the men thou 
hast called together at his behest ? Let the count do 
his worst ; he gives thee legal ground of complaint 
to lay before the king and the League, and all may 
there be more firmly established." 

"That were admirable coimsel, lady," said Schleier- 
macher, "well suited to the honour-worthy guild- 
master Sorel, and to our justice-loving city ; but, in 
matters of baronial rights and aggressions, king and 
League are wont to help those that help themselves,, 
and those that are over nice as to law and justice 
come by the worst." 

" Not the worst in the long run," said Friedel. 

"Thine unearthly code will not serve us here, 
Friedel mine," returned his brother. "Did I not 
defend the work I have begun, I should be branded 
as a weak fool.. Nor wiU I see the foes of my house 
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insult me without striking a fair stroke. Hap what 
hap, the Debateable Ford shall be debated ! Call in 
the serfs, Hatto, and arm them. Mother, order a 
good supper for them. Master Moritz, let us summon 
thy masons and carpenters, and see who is a good 
man with his hands among them." 

Christina saw that remonstrance was vain. The 
days of peril and violence were coming back again ; 
and all she could take comfort in was, that, if not 
wholly right, her son was far from wholly wrong, 
and that with a free heart she could pray for a bless- 
ing on him and on his arms. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE FIGHT AT THE FOBD 



By the iBarly September sunrise the thicket beneath 
the pass was sheltering the twenty well-appointed 
reiters of Adlerstein, each standings holding his horse 
by the bridle, ready to mount at the instant. In 
their rear were the serfs and artizans, some with 
axes, scythes, or ploughshares, a few with cross-bows, 
and Jobst and his sons with the long blackened poles 
used for stirring their charcoal fires. In advance 
were Master Moritz and the two barons, the former 
in a stout plain steel helmet, cuirass, and gauntlets^ a 
sword, and those new-fashioned weapons, pistols ; the 
latter in full knightly armour, exactly alike, from the 
gilt-spurred heel to the eagle-crested helm, and often 
moving restlessly forward to watch for the enemy, 
though taking care not to be betrayed by the glitter 
of their mail So long did they wait that there was 
even a doubt whether it might not have been a false 
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alarm ; the boy was vituperated, and it was proposed 
to despatch a spy to see whether anything were 
doing at Schlangenwald. 

At length a rustling and rushing were heard; 
then a clank of armour. Ebbo vaulted into the 
saddle, and gave the word to mount; Schleiermacher, 
who always fought on foot, stepped up to him. 
" Keep back your men, Herr Freiherr. Let his 
design be manifest. "We must not be said to have 
fallen on him on his way to the muster." 

" It would be but as he served my father ! ** mut- 
tered Ebbo, forced, however, to restrain himself, 
though with boiling blood, as the tramp of horses 
shook the groimd, and bright armour became visible 
on the further side of the stream. 

For the first time, the brothers beheld the foe of 
their line. He was seated on a clumsy black horse, 
and sheathed in full armour, and was apparently a 
large heavy man, whose powerful proportions were 
becoming unwieldy as he advanced in life. The 
dragon on his crest and shield would have made him 
known to the twins, even without the deadly curse 
that passed the Schneiderlein's lips at the sight. As 
the armed troop, out-numbering the Adlersteiners by 
about a dozen, and followed by a rabble with straw and 
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pine brands, came forth on the meadow, the count 
halted, and appeared to be giving orders. 

" The rufl&an ! He is calling them on ! Now — '* 
began Ebbo. 

" Nay, there is no sign yet that he is not peacefully 
on his journey to the camp/' responded Moritz ; and, 
chafing with impatient fury, the knight waited while 
Schlangenwald rode towards the old channel of the 
Braunwasser, and there, drawing his rein, and sitting 
like a statue in his stirrups, he could hear him shout: 
" The lazy dogs are not astir yet. We will give them 
a r^veillee. Forward with your brands ! " 

"Now!" and Ebbo's cream-coloured horse leapt 
forth, as the whole band flashed into the sunshine 
from the greenwood covert. 

" Who troubles the workmen on my land ? " shouted 
Ebbo. 

" Who you may be T care not," replied the count, 
" but when I find strangers unlicensed on my lands, T 
bum down their huts. On, fellows ! " 

" Back, fellows ! " called Ebbo. " Whoso touches a 
stick on Adlerstein ground shall suffer." 

" So ! " said the count, " this is the burgher-bred, 
burgher-fed varlet, that calls himself of Adlerstein ! 
Boy, thou had best be warned. Wert thou true- 
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blooded, it were worth my while to maintain my 
rights against thee. Craven as thou art, not even with 
spirit to accept my feud, I would fain not have the 
trouble of sweeping thee from my path." 

" Herr Graf, as true Freiherr and belted knight, I defy 
thee I I proclaim my right to this ground and whoso 
damages those I place there must do battle with me." 

" Thou wilt have it then," said the count, taking his 
heavy lance from his squire, closing his visor, and 
wheeling back his horse, so as to give space for his 
career. 

Ebbo did the like, while Friedel on one side, and 
Hierom von Schlangenwald on the other, kept their 
men in array, awaiting the issue of the strife between 
their leaders— the fire of seventeen against the force 
of fifty-six. 

They closed in full shock, with shivered lances 
and rearing, pawing horses, but without damage to 
either. Each drew his sword, and they were pressing 
together, when Heinz, seeing a Schlangenwalder aim- 
ing with his cross-bow, rode at him furiously, and the 
mSlee became general ; shots were fired, not only from 
cross-bows, but from arquebuses, and in the throng 
Friedel lost sight of the main combat between his 
brother and the count. 
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Suddenly however there was a crash, as of falling 
men and horses, with a shout of victory strangely 
mingled with a cry of agony, and both sides became 
aware that their leaders had fallen. Each party rushed 
to its fallen head. Friedel beheld Ebbo imder his 
struggling horse, and an enemy dashing at his throat, 
and, flying to the rescue, he rode down the assailant, 
striking him with his sword ; and, with the instinct 
of driving the foe as far as possible from his brother, 
he struck with a sort of frenzy, shouting fiercely to his 
men, and leaping over the dry bed of the river, rushing 
onward with an intoxication of ardour that would have 
seemed foreign to his gentle nature, but for the im- 
petuous desire to protect his brother. Their leaders 
down, the enemy had no one to rally them, and, in 
spite of their superiority in number, gave way in 
confusion before the furious onset of Adlerstein. So 
soon, however, as Friedel perceived that he had forced 
the enemy far back from the scene of conflict, his 
anxiety for his brother returned, and, leaving the re- 
tainers to continue the pursuit, he turned his horse. 
There on the green meadow, lay on the one hand 
Ebbo's cream-coloured charger, with his master under 
him, on the other the large figure of the count ; and 
several other prostrate forms likewise struggled on 
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the sand and pebbles of the strand, or on the 
turf. 

" Ay," said the architect, who had turned with 
Priedel, " 'twas a gallant feat, Sir Friedel, and I trust 
there is no great harm done. Were it the mere dint 
of the count's sword, your brother will be little the 
worse." 

*' Ebbo ! Ebbo mine, look up ! " cried Friedel, leap- 
ing from his horse, and unclasping his brother's 
helmet 

" Friedel ! " groaned a half-sufifocated voice. " 
take away the horse." 

One or two of the artizans were at hand, and with 
their help the dying steed was disengaged from the 
rider, who could not restrain his moans, though Friedel 
held him in his arms, and endeavoured to move him 
as gently as possible. It was then seen that the deep 
gash from the count's sword in the chest was not the 
most serious injury, but that an arquebus 'ball had 
pierced his thigh, before burying itself in the body of 
his horse ; and that the limb had been further crushed 
and wrenched by the animal's struggles. He was 
nearly unconscious, and gasped with anguish, but, after 
Moritz had bathed his face and moistened his lips, as 
he lay in his brother's arms, he looked up with clearer 
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eyes, and said : *' Have I slain him ? It was the shot, 
not he, that sent me down. lives he ? See — thou, 
Friedd — ^thou. Make him yield." 

Transferring Ebbo to the arms of Schleiermacher, 
Friedd obeyed, and stepped towards the fedlen foe. 
The wrongs of Adlerstein were indeed avenged, for the 
blood was welling fast from a deep thrust above the 
collar-bone, and the fiealing, feeble hand was wander- 
ing tmcertainly among the dasps of the gorget 

^ Let me aid," said Friedel, kneeling down, and in 
his pity for the dying man omitting the summons to 
yidd, he threw back the helmet, and behdd a grizzled 
head and stem hard features, so embrowned by 
weather and inflamed by intemp^ance, that even ap- 
proaching death fiEiiled to blanch them. A scowl of 
malignant hate was in the eyes, and there was a thrill 
of angry wonder as they fdl on the lad's fetce. *' Thou 
again, — thou whdp ! I thought at least I had made 
an end of thee," he muttered, unheard by Friedel, 
who, intent on the thought that had recurred to him 
with greater vividness than ever, was again filling 
Ebbo's helmet with water. He refreshed the dying 
man's tBce with it, hdd it to his lips, and said : ''Herr 
Gra^ variance and strife are ended now. For heaven's 
sake, say where I may find my &ther ! ' 
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" So ! Wouldst find him ? " replied Schlangenwald, 
fixing his look on the eager countenance of the youth, 
while his hand, with a dying man's nervous agitation, 
was fumbling at his belt 

" I would bless you for ever, could I but free him.'* 

" Know then," said the count, speaking very slowly, 
and still holding the young knight's gaze with a sort 
of intent fascination, by the stony glare of his light 
grey eyes, " Know that thy villain father is a Turkish 
slave, unless he be — as I hope — where his mongrel 
son may find him/' 

Therewith came aflash, a report ; Friedel leaped back,, 
staggered, fell ; Ebbo started to a sitting posture, with 
horrified eyes, and a loud shriek, calling on his brother; 
Moritz sprang to his feet, shouting, " Shame ! treason ! " 

" I call you to witness that I had not yielded," said 
the count. " There's an end of the brood ! " and with* 
a grim smile, he straightened his limbs, and closed his . 
eyes as a dead man, ere the indignant artizans fell on^ 
him in savage vengeance. 

All this had passed like a flash of lightning, and 
Eriedel had almost at the instant of his fall flung 
himself towards his brother, and raising himself on 
one hand, with the other clasped Ebbo's, saying, " Fear 
not; it is nothing," and he was bending to take 
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Ebbo*s head again on his knee, when a gush of dark 
blood, from his left side, caused Moritz to exclaim, 
" Ah ! Sir Friedel, the traitor did his work ! That is 
no slight hurt." 

" Where ? How ? The ruflfian 1 " cried Ebbo, sup- 
porting himself on his elbow, so as to see his brother, 
who rather dreamily put his hand to his side, and, 
looking at the fresh blood that immediately dyed it, 
said, '' I do not feel it. This is more numb dullness 
than pain." 

A bad sign that," said Moritz, apart to one of the 
workmen, with whom he held counsel how to carry 
hack to the castle the two young knights, who re- 
mained on the bank, Ebbo partly extended on the 
ground, partly supported on the knee and arm of 
Friedel, who sat with his head drooping over him, 
their looks fixed on one another, as if conscious of 
nothing else on earth. 

" Herr Freiherr," said Moritz, presently, " have you 
breath to wind your bugle to call the men back from 
the pursuit ? " 

Ebbo essayed, but was too faint, and Friedel, rous- 
ing himself from the stupor, took the horn firom him, 
and made the mountain echoes ring again, but at the 
expense of a great effusion of blood. 
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By this time, however, Heinz was riding back, and 
in a moment his exultation ^hanged to rage and de- 
spair, when he saw the condition of his young lords. 
Master Schleiermacher proposed to lay them on some 
of the planks prepared for the building, and cany 
them up the new road. 

" Methinks," said Friedel, " that I could ride if I 
were lifted on horseback, and thus would our mother 
be less shocked." 

" Well thought," said Ebbo. " Go on and cheer her. 
Show her thou canst keep the saddle, however it may 
be with me," he added, with a groan of anguish. 

Friedel made the sign of the cross over him. " The 
holy cross keep us and her, Ebbo," he said, as he bent 
to assist in laying his brother on the boards, where 
a mantle had been spread; then kissed his brow, 
saying, " We shall be together again soon." 

Ebbo was lifted on the shoulders of his bearers, and 
Friedel strove to rise, with the aid of Heinz, but sank 
back, unable to use his limbs ; and Schleiermacher 
was the more concerned. '* It goes so with the back- 
bone," he said. " Sir Friedmund, you had best be 
carried." 

" Nay, for my mother's sake ! And I would fain be 
on my good steed's back once again I " he entreated 
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And when with much difficulty he had been lifted 
to the back of his cream-colour, who stood as gently 
and patiently as if he understood the exigency of the 
moment, he sat upright, and waved his hand as he 
passed the litter, while Ebbo, on his side, signed to 
him to speed on and prepare their mother. Long, 
however, before the castle was reached, dizzy confu- 
sion and leaden helplessness, when no longer stimu- 
lated by lus brother^s presence, so grew on him that it 
was with much ado that Heinz could keep him in his 
saddle ; but, when he saw his mother in the castle 
gateway, he again collected his forces, bade Heinz 
withdraw lus supporting arm, and, straightening him- 
self, waved a greeting to her, as he called cheerily : 
"Victory, dear mother. Ebbo has overthrown the 
count, and you must not be grieved if it be at some 
cost of blood." 

" Alas, my son ! " was all Christina could say, for 
his effort at gaiety formed a ghastly contrast with the 
grey, livid hue that overspread his fair youug face, his 
bloody armour, and damp disordered hair, and even 
his stiff unearthly smile. 

" Nay, motherling," he added, as she came so near 
that he could put his arm round her neck, " sorrow 
not, for Ebbo wiU need thee much. And, mother/* 
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as liis face lighted up, " there is joy coming to you. 
Only I would that I could have brought him. Mother, 
he died not under the Schlangenwald swords." 

" Who ? Not Ebbo ? " cried the bewildered mother. 

"Your own Eberhard, our father," said Friedel, 
raising her face to him with his hand, and adding, as 
he met a startled look, " The cruel count owned it 
with his last breath. He is a Turkish slave, and 
surely heaven will give him back to comfort you, 
even though we may not work his freedom ! mother, 
I had so longed for it, but God be thanked that at 
least certainty was bought by my life." The last 
words were uttered almost unconsciously, and he 
had nearly faUen, as the excitement faded ; but, as 
they were lifting him down, he bent once more and 
kissed the glossy neck of his horse. " Ah ! poor 
fellow, thou too wilt be lonely. May Ebbo yet ride 
thee !" 

The mother had no time for grief. Alas ! She 
might have fuU time for that by and by ! The 
one wish of the twins was to be together, and 
presently both were laid on the great bed in the upper 
chamber, Ebbo in a swoon from the pain of the trans- 
port, and Friedel lying so as to meet the first look of 
recovery. And, after Ebbo's eyes had re-opened, they 
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watched one another in silence for a short space, till 
Ebbo said : " Is that the hue of death on thy face, 
brother ? " 

** I well believe so," said FriedeL 

"Ever together," said Ebbo, holding his hand. 
" But alas ! My mother ! Would I had never sent 
thee to the traitor." 

*' Ah ! So comes her comfort," said FriedeL 
** Heard you not? He owned that my father was 
among the Turks." 

" And I," cried Ebbo. " I have withheld thee ! " 
Friedel, had I listened to thee, thou hadst not been 
in this fatal broil ! " 

" Nay, ever together," repeated FriedeL " Through 
Ulm merchants will my mother be able to ransom 
him. I know she will, so oft have I dreamt of his 
return. Then, mother , you will give him our duteous 
greetings ;" and he smiled again. 

like one in a dream Christina returned his smile, 
because she saw he wished it, just as the moment 
before she had been tiying to staunch his wound. 

It was plain that the injuries, except Ebbo's sword 
cut, were far beyond her skill, and she could only en- 
deavour to check the bleeding till better aid could be 
obtained from Ulm. Thither Moritz Schleiermacher 
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had already sent, and he assured her that he was far 
from despairing of the elder baron, but she derived 
little hope from his words, for gunshot wounds were 
then so ill understood as generally to prove fatal. 

Moreover, there was an undefined impression that 
the two lives must end in the same hour, even as they 
had begun. Indeed, Ebbo was suffering so terribly, 
and was so much spent with pain and loss of blood, 
that he seemed sinking much faster than Friedel, whose 
wound bled less freely, and who only seemed be- 
numbed and torpid, except when he roused himself to 
speak, or was distressed by the mithings and moans 
which, however, for his sake, Ebbo restrained as much 
as he could. 

To be together seemed an all-sufl5cient consolation, 
and, when the chaplain came sorrowfully to give them 
the last rites of the Church, Ebbo implored him to 
pray that he might not be left behind long in pur- 
gatory. 

" Friedel," he said, clasping his brother's hand, " is 
even like the holy Sebastian or Maurice ; but I — 
I was never such as he. father, will it be my 
penance to be left alone when he is in paradise ! " 

" What is that ? " said Friedel, partially roused by 
the sound of his name, and the involuntary pressure 
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of hh hand. "Nay, Ebbo; one repentance, one 
cross, one hope," and he relapsed into a doze, while 
Ebbo murmured over a broken, brief confession — 
exhausting by its vehemence of self-accusation for his 
proud spirit, his wilful neglect of his lost father, his 
hot contempt of prudent counsel 

Then, when the priest came round to Frieders side, 
and the boy was wakened to make liis shrift, the 
words were contrite and humble, but calm and full of 
trust. They were like two of their own mountain 
streams, the waters almost equally undefiled by ex- 
ternal stain — yet one struggling, agitated, whirling 
giddily round ; the other still, transparent, and the 
light of heaven smfling in its clearness. 

The farewell greetings of the Church on earth 
breathed soft and sweet in their loftiness, and Friedel, 
though lying motionless, and with closed eyes, 
never failed in the murmured response, whether fuUy 
conscious or not, while his brother only attended by 
fits and starts, and was evidently often in too much 
pain to know what was passing. 

Help was nearer than had been hoped. The sum- 
mons despatched the night before had been responded 
to by the vintners and mercers; their train bands 
had set forth, and their captain, a cautious man. 
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never rode into the way of blows without his surgeon 
at hand. And so it came to pass that, before the sun 
was low on that long and grievous day, Doctor Jo- 
hannes Butteman was led into the upper chamber, 
where the mother looked up to him with a kind of 
hopeless gratitude on her face, which was nearly as 
white as those of her sons. The doctor soon saw that 
Friedel was past human aid ; but, when he declared 
that there was fair hope for the other youth, Friedel, 
whose torpor had been dispelled by the examination, 
looked up with his beaming smile, saying, "There, 
motherling." 

The doctor then declared that he could not deal 
with the Baron's wound unless he were the sole 
occupant of the bed, and this sentence, brought the 
first cloud of grief or dread to Frieders brow, but 
only for a moment. He looked at his brother, who 
had again fainted at the first touch of his wounded 
limb, and said, " It is well. Tell the dear Ebbo that 
I cannot help it if after all I go to the praying, and 
leave him the fighting. Dear, dear Ebbo ! One day 
together again and for ever ! I leave thee for thine 
own sake." With much effoit he signed the cross 
again on his brother's brow, and kissed it long and 
fervently. Tlien, as all stood round, reluctant to 



122 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

efifect this severance, or disturb one on whom death 
was visibly fast approaching, he struggled up on his 
elbow, and held out the other hand, saying, "Take 
me now, Heinz, ere Ebbo revive to be grieved. The 
last sacrifice," he further whispered, whilst almost 
giving himseK to Heinz and Moritz to be carried to 
his own bed in the turret chamber. 

There, even as they laid him down, began what 
seemed to be the mortal agony, and, though he was 
scarcely sensible, his mother felt that her prime call 
was to him, while his brother was in other hands. 
Perhaps it was well for her. Surgical practice was 
rough, and wounds made by fire-arms were thought 
to have imbibed a poison that made treatment be 
supposed efficacious in proportion to the pain in- 
flicted. When Ebbo was recalled by the torture to 
see no white reflection of his own face on the pillow 
beside him, and to feel in vain for the grasp of the 
cold damp hand, a delirious frenzy seized him, and 
his struggles were frustrating the doctor's attempts, 
when a low soft sweet song stole through the open 
door. 

" Friedel ! " he murmured, and held his breath to 
listen. All through the declining day did the gentle 
sound continue ; now of grand chants or hymns 
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caught from the cathedral choir, now of songs of 
chivahy or saintly legend so often sung over the 
evening fire ; the one flowing into the other in the 
wandering of failing powers, but never failing in the 
tender sweetness that had distinguished Friedel 
through life. And, whenever that voice was heard, 
let them do to him what they would, Ebbo was still 
absorbed in intense listening so as not to lose a note, 
and lulled almost out of sense of suffering by that 
swan-like music. If his attendants made such noise 
as to break in on it, or if it ceased for a moment, the 
anguish returned, but was charmed away by the 
weakest, £Edntest resumption of the song. Pro- 
bably Friedel knew not, with any earthly sense, what 
he was doing, but to the very last he was serving his 
twin brother as none other could have aided him in 
his need. 

The September sun had set, twilight was coming on, 
the doctor had worked his stem will, and Ebbo, 
quivering in every fibre, lay spent on his pillow, when 
his mother glided in, and took her seat near him, 
though where she hoped he would not notice her 
presence. But he raised his eylids, and said, " He is 
not singing now." 

" Singing indeed, but where we cannot hear him," 
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she answered. " ' Whiter than the snow, clearer than 
the ice-cave, more solemn than the choir. They will 
come at last.* That was what he said, even as he 
entered there." And the low dove-like tone and 
tender calm face continued upon Ebbo the spell that 
the cliant had left He dozed as though still lulled 
by its echo. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE WOUNDED EAGLE. 



The star and the spark in the stubble ! Often did 
the presage of her dream occur to Christina, and 
assist in sustaining her hopes during the days that 
Ebbo's life hung in the balance, and he himself had 
hardly consciousness to realize either his brother's 
death or his own state, save as much as was shown by 
the words, " Let him not be taken away, mother ; let 
him wait for me." 

Friedmimd did wait, in his cofi&n before the altar 
in the castle chapel, covered with a pall of blue 
velvet, and great white cross, mournfully sent by 
Hausfrau Johanna; his sword, shield, helmet, and 
spurs laid on it, and wax tapers burning at the head 
and feet And, when Christina could leave the one son 
on his couch of suffering, it was to kneel beside the 
other son on his narrow bed of rest, and recall, like 
a breath of solace, the heavenly loveliness and peace 
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that rested on his features when she had taken her 
last long look at them. 

Moritz Schleiermacher assisted at Sir Friedmund's 
first solemn requiem^ and then made a journey to Ulm, 
whence he returned to find the baron's danger so 
much abated that he ventured on begging for an inter- 
view with the lady, in which he explained his pur- 
pose of repairing at once to the imperial camp, taking 
with him a letter from the guilds concerned in the 
bridge, and using his personal influence with Maxi- 
milian to obtain not only pardon for the combat, but 
authoritative sanction to the erection. Dankwart of 
Schlangenwald, the Teutonic knight^ and only heir of 
old Wol^ang, was supposed to be with the emperor, 
and it might be possible to come to terms with him, 
since his breeding in the Prussian commanderies had 
kept him aloof from the feuds of his father and 
brother. This mournful fight had to a certain extent 
equalized the injuries on either side, since the man 
whom Friedel had cut down was Hierom, one of the 
few remaining scions of Schlangenwald, and there 
was thus no dishonour in trying to close the deadly 
feud, and coming to an amicable arrangement about 
the Debateable Strand, the cause of so much blood- 
shed. liVhat was now wanted was Freiherr Eber- 
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hard*s signature to the letter to the emperor, and his 
authority for making terms with the new count ; and 
haste was needed, lest the Markgraf of Wurtemburg 
should represent the affray in the light of an outrage 
against a member of the League. 

Christina saw the necessity, and undertook if pos- 
sible to obtain her son's signature, but, at the first 
mention of Master Moritz and the bridge, Ebbo 
turned away his head, groaned, and begged to hear 
no more of either. He thought of his bold declara- 
tion that the bridge must be built, even at the cost of 
blood ! Little did he then guess of whose blood ! 
And in his bitterness of spirit he felt a jealousy 
of that influence of Schleiermacher, which had of 
late come between him and his brother. He hated 
the very name, he said, and hid his face with a 
shudder. He hoped the torrent would sweep away 
every fragment of the bridge. 

"Nay, Ebbo mine, wherefore wish ill to a good 
work that our blessed one loved ? Listen, and let me 
tell you my dream for making yonder strand a peace- 
ful memorial of our peaceful boy," 

" To honour Friedel ? " and he gazed on her with 
something like interest in his eyes. 

" Yes, Ebbo, and as he would best brook honour. , 



128 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

Let US seek for ever to end the rival claiins to yon 
piece of meadow by praying this knight of a religious 
order, the new Count, to unite with us in building 
there — or as near as may be safe — a church of holy 
peace, and a cell for a priest, who may watch over 
the bridge ward, and offer the holy sacrifice for the 
departed of either housa There will we place our 
gentle Friedel to be the first to guard the peace of the 
ford, and there will we sleep ourselves when our time 
shall come, and so may the cruel feud of many gene- 
rations be slaked for ever." 

" In his blood ! " sighed Ebbo. " Ah ! would that it 
had been mine, mother. It is, well, as weU as any- 
thing can be again. So shall the spot where he fell 
be made sacred, and fenced from rude feet, and we 
shall see his fair effigy keeping his armed watch there." 

And Christina was thankful to see his look of grati- 
fication, sad though it was. She sat down near his 
bed, and began to write a letter in their joint names 
to Graf Dankwart von Schlangenwald, proposing that 
thus, after the even balance of the wrongs of the two 
houses, their mutual hostility might be laid to rest 
for ever by the consecration of the cause of their 
long contention. It was a stiff and formal letter, full 
of the set pious formularies of the age, scarcely re- 
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vealing the deep heaxt-feeling within ; but it was to 
the purpose, and Ebbo, after hearing it read, heartily- 
approved, and consented to sign both it and those 
that Schleiermacher had brought. Christina held the 
scroll, and placed the pen in the fingers that had 
lately so easily wielded the heavy sword, but now 
felt it a far greater effort to guide the slender quill. 

Moritz Schleiermacher went his way in search of 
the King of the Eomans, far off in Carinthia. A full 
reply could not be expected till the campaign was 
over, and all that was known for some time was 
through a messenger sent back to Ulm by Schleier- 
macher with the intelligence that Maximilian would 
examine into the matter after his return, and that 
Count Dankwart would reply when he should come 
to perform his father's obsequies after the army was 
dispersed. There was also a letter of kind though 
courtly condolence from Kasimir of Wildschloss,. 
much grieving for gallant young Sir Friedmund, prof- 
fering all the advocacy he could give the cause of 
Adlerstein, and covertly pix)fFering the protection that 
she and her remaining son might now be more dis- 
posed to accept. Christina Suppressed this letter, 
knowing it would only pain and irritate Ebbo, and 
that she had her answer ready. Indeed, in her grief 
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for one son, and her anxiety for the other, perhaps it 
was this letter that first made her fully realise the 
drift of those earnest words of Friedel's respecting 
his father. 

Meantime the mother and son were alone together, 
with much of suffering and of sorrow, yet with a 
ijcrtain tender comfort in the being all in all to one 
another, with none to intermeddle with their mutual 
love and grief It was to Christina as if something of 
Friedel's sweetness had passed to his brother in his 
patient helplessness, and that, while thus fully en- 
grossed with him, she had both her sons in one. Nay, 
in spite of all the pain, grief, and weariness, these 
were times when both dreaded any change, and the 
full recovery, when not only would the loss of Friedd 
be every moment freshly brought home to his brother, 
but when Ebbo would go in quest of his father. 

For on this the young Baron had fixed his mind 
as a sacred duty, from the moment he had seen 
that life was to be his lot. He looked on his n^lect 
of indications of the possibility of his father^s life in 
the light of a sin that had led to all his disasters, and 
not only r^arded the intended search ^as a token of 
repentance, but as a charge bequeathed to him by his 
less selfish biothei; He seldom spoke of his inten- 
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tion, but his mother was perfectly aware of it, and 
never thought of it without such an agony of fore- 
boding dread as eclipsed all the hope that lay beyond. 
She could only turn away her mind from the thought, 
and be thankful for what was still her own from day 
to day. 

<' Art weary, my son ? " asked Christina one Octo- 
ber afternoon, as Ebbo lay on his bed, languidly turn- 
ing the pages of a noble folio of the Legends of the 
Saints that Master Gottfried had sent for his amuse- 
ment. It was such a book as fixed the ardour a few 
years later of the wounded Navarrese knight, Inigo 

* 

de Loyola, but Ebbo handled it as if each page were 
lead. 

" Only thinking how Friedel would have glowed 
towards these as his own kinsmen," said Ebbo, 
" Then should I have cared to read of them ! " and 
he gave a long sigh. 

" Let me take away the book," she said. " Thou 
hast read long, and it is dark." 

" So dark that there must surely be a snow-cloud." 

" Snow is falling in the large flakes that our Friedel 
used to call winter-butterflies." 

" Butterflies that will swarm and shut us in from 
the weary world," said [Ebbo. *' And alack I when 
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they go, what a turmoil it 'will }x ! Couucils in tli& 
Bathhaus, appeals to the League, wraDgliugs with th» 
Markgraf, wise sawB, overweening speeches, all aliktf 
dull and dead." 

" It will scarce be so when strength and spirit have 
returned, mine Ebbo." 

- " Never can life be more to me than the way to 
him," said the lonely boy ; " and I — never like hiia 
— shall miss the road without him." 

While he thus spoke in the listless dejection of 
sorrow and weakness, Hatto's aged step was on the 
stair. " Giacions lady," he said, " here is a hunts- 
man bewildered in the hills, who has been asking 
shelter from the storm that is drifting up." 

" See to his entertainment, then, Hatto," said the 
lady. 

"My lady — Sir Baron," added Hatto, "I had not 
come up but that this guest seems scarce gear for us 
below. He is none of the foresters of our tract His 
hair ia perfumed, his shirt is fine liolland, his buff 
suit is of softest skin, his baldric has a jewelled 
clasp, and bis arblast ! It would do my lord baron's 
heart good only to cast eyes on the perfect make of 
ai'lilaiit I He has a lordly bead, and a stat«]y 
auil, thoogii be has a free tongue, and made 
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friends with us as lie dried his garments, he asked 
after my lord like his equal." 

" mother, must you play the chatelaine ? " asked 
Ebbo. "Who can the fellow be? Why did none 
ever so come when they would have been more 
welcome ? " 

" Welcomed must he be," said Christina, rising, 
" and thy state shall be my excuse for not tarrying 
longer with him than may be needful." 

Yet, though shrinking from a stranger's face, she 
was not without hope that the variety might whole- 
somely rouse her son from his depression, and in 
effect Ebbo, when left with Hatto, minutely questioned 
him on the appearance of the stranger, and watched, 
with much curiosity, for his mother's return. 

" Ebbo mine," she said, entering, after a long inter- 
val, " the knight asks to see thee either after supper, 
or to-morrow mom." 

" Then a knight he is ? " 

" Yea truly, a knight truly in every look and ges- 
^ ture, bearing his head like the leading stag of the 
herd, and yet right gracious " 

" Gracious to you, mother, in your own hall ? " cried 
Ebbo, almost fiercely. 

" Ah ! jealous champion, thou couldst not take 
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offence ! It was the manner of one free and courteous 
to every one, and yet with an inherent loftiness that 
pervades alL" 

" Gives he no name ? " said Ebbo. 

" He calls himself Eitter Theurdank, of the suite of 
the late Kaisar, but I should deem him wont rather 
to lead than to follow." 

*' Theurdank/' repeated Eberhard, " I know no such 
name ! So, motherling, are you going to sup ? I shall 
not sleep till I have seen him ! " 

" Hold, dear son." She leant over him and spoke 
low. " See him thou must, but let me first station 
Heinz and Koppel at the door with halberts, not 
within ear-shot, but thou art so entirely defence- 
less." 

She had the pleasure of seeing him laugh. " Less 
defenceless than when the kinsman of Wildschloss 
here visited us, mother ? I see for whom thou takest 
him, but let it be so ; a spiritual knight would scarce 
wreak his vengeance on a wounded man in his bed. 
.1 will not have him insulted with precautions. If he 
has freely risked himself in my hands, I will as freely 
risk myself in his. Moreover, I thought he had won 
thy heart." 

" Eeigned over it, rather," said Christina. "It is 
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but the disguise that I suspect and mistrust. Bid me 
not leave thee alone with him, my son." 

" Nay, dear mother," said Ebbo, " the matters on 
which he is like to speak will brook no presence save 
our own, and even that will be hard enough to bear. 
So prop me more upright ! So ! And comb out 
these locks somewhat smoother. Thanks, mother. 
Now can he see whether he will choose Eberhard of 
Adlerstein for friend or foe." 

By the time supper was ended, the only light in 
the upper room came from the flickering flames of the 
fire of pine knots on the hearth. It glanced on the 
pale features and dark sad eyes of the young Baron, 
sad in spite of the eager look of scrutiny that he 
turned on the figure that entered at the door, and ap- 
proached so quickly that the partial light only seized 
to show the gloss of long fair hair, the glint of a 
jewelled belt, and the outline of a tall, well-knit, agile 
frame. 

*' Welcome, Herr Ritter," he said, " I am sorry we 
have been unable to give you a fitter reception." 

" No host could be more fully excused than you," 
said the stranger, and Ebbo started at his voice. " I 
fear you have suffered much, and stni have much to 
suffer." 
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" My sword wound is healing fest/' said Ebbo ; " it 
is the shot in my broken thigh that is so tedious and 
painfuL" 

" And I dare be sworn the leeches made it worse. 
I have hated all leeches ever since they kept me 
three days a prisoner in a pothecar/s shop stinking 
with drugs. Why, I have cured myself with one 
pitcher of water of a raging fever, in their very de- 
spite ! How did they serve thee, my poor boy? " 

"They poured hot oil into the wound to remove 
the venom of the lead," said Ebbo. 

" Had it been my case the lead should have been in 
their own brains first, though that were scarce needed, 
the heavy-witted Hans Sausages. Why should there 
be more poison in lead than in steel ? I have asked 
all my surgeons that question, nor ever had a reason- 
able answer. Greater havoc of warriors do they make 
than ever with the arquebus — ay, even when every 
lanzknecht bears one." 

" Alack ! " Ebbo could not help exclaiming, " where 
will be room for chivalry ? " 

" Talk not old world nonsense," said Theurdank ; 
"chivalry is in the heart, not in the weapon. A 
youth beforehand enough with the world to be build- 
ing bridges should know that, when all our troops are 
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provided with such an arm, then will their platoons 
in serried ranks be as a soM waU breathing fire, 
and as impregnable as the lines of English archers 
with long bows, or the phalanx of Macedon. And, 
when each man bears a pistol instead of the miseri- 
corde, his life wiU be far more his own." 

Ebbo's face was in full light, and his visitor marked 
his contracted brow and trembling lip. "Ah !" he 
said, "thou hast had foul experience of these 
weapons." 

"Not mine own hurt," said Ebbo; "that was but 
fair chance of war." 

■ 

" I understand," said the knight ; " it was the shot 
that severed the goodly bond that was so fair to see. 
Young man, none has grieved more truly than King 
Max." 

" And well he may," said Ebbo. " He has not lost 
merely one of his best servants, but all the better half 
of another." 

" There is still stuff enough left to make that one 
well worth having," said Theurdank, kindly grasping 
his hand, " though I would it were more substantial ! 
How^ didst get old Wolfgang down, boy ? He must 
liave been a tough morsel for slight bones like these, 
even when better covered than now^ Come, tell me 
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alL I promised the Markgraf of Wurtemburg to 
look into the matter when I came to be guest at St. 
Buprechf 8 cloister, and I have some small interest 
too with King Max." 

His kindliness and sympathy were more efiectual 
with Ebbo than the desire to represent his case favour- 
ably, for he was still too wretched to care for polic}' ; 
but he answered Theurdank's questions readily, and 
explained how the idea of the bridge had originated 
in the vigil beside the broken waggons. 

" I hope," said Theurdank^ ** the merchants made 
up thy share ? Tliese overthrown goods are a seigno- 
rial right of one or other of you lords of tlie bank." 

" True, Herr Eitter ; but we deemed it unknightly 
to snatch at what travellers lost by misfortune." 

"Freiherr Eberhard, take my word for it, while 
thou thus boldest, all the arquebuses yet to be cut out 
of the Black Forest will not mar thy chivalry. Where 
didst get these ways of thinking ? " 

"My brother was a very St. Sebastian! 'Sly 
mother " 

" Ah ! her sweet wise face would have shown it, 
even had not poor Easimir of Adlerstein raved of her. 
Ah ! lad, thou hast crossed a case of true love there ! 
Canst not brook even such a gallant stepfather ?" 
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" I may not/* said Ebbo, with spirit ; " for with his 
last breath Schlangenwald owned that my own father 
died not at the hostel, but may now be alive as a 
Turkish slave." 

" The devil ! " burst out Theurdank. " Well ! That 
might have been a pretty mess ! A Turkish slave, 
saidst thou ! What year chanced all this matter — 
thy grandfather's murder and all the rest ? " 

" The year before my birth," said Ebbo. " It was 
in the September of 1475." 

"Ha!" muttered Theurdank, musing to himself; 
" that was the year the dotard Schenk got his over- 
throw at the fight of Eain on Sare from the Moslem. 
Some composition was made by them, and old Wolf- 
gang was not unlikely to have been the go-between. 
So ! Say on, young knight," he added, " let us to the 
matter in hand. How rose the strife that kept back 
two troops from our — from the banner of the empire ? " 

Ebbo proceeded with the narration, and concluded 
it just as the bell now belonging to the chapel began 
to toll for compline, and Theurdank prepared to obey 
its summons, first, however, asking if he should send 
any one to the patient. Ebbo thanked him, but said 
he needed no one till his mother should come after 
prayers. 
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" Nay, I told thee I had some leechcraf t. Thou 
art weary, and must rest more entirely ; " — and, giving 
him little choice, Theurdank supported him with one 
arm whUe removing the pillows that propped hun, 
then laid him tenderly down, saying, " Good-night, 
and the saints bless thee, brave young knight. Sleep 
well, and recover in spite of the leeches. I cannot 
afford to lose both of you." 

Ebbo strove to follow mentally the services that 
were being performed in the chapel, and whose 
** Amens " and louder notes pealed up to him, devoid 
of the clear yoimg tones that had sung their last here 
below, but swelled by grand bass notes that as much 
distracted Ebbo's attention as the memory of his 
guest's conversation ; and he impatiently awaited his 
mother's arrival 

At length, lamp in hand, she appeared with 
tears shining in her eyes, and bending over him 
said, 

"He hath done honour to our blessed one, my Ebbo ; 
he knelt by him, and crossed him with holy water, 
and when he led me from the chapel he told me any 
mother in Germany might envy me my two sons even 
now. Thou must love him now, Ebbo." 

" Love him as one loves one's loftiest model," — 




ti 



<€ 



THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 141 

said Ebbo — "Value the old castle the more for 
sheltering him." 

" Hath he made himself known to thee ? " 

" Not openly, but there is only one that he 
can ba" 

Christina smiled, thankful that the work of pardon 
and reconciliation had been thus softened by the per- 
sonal qualities of the enemy, whose conduct in the 
chapel had deeply moved her* 

Then all will be well, blessedly well,'* she said. 
So 1 trust," said Ebbo, " but the bell broke our 

converse, and he laid me down as tenderly as 

mother, if a father's kindness be like his, I have 
truly somewhat to regain." 

"Ejiew he ought of the fell bargain?" whispered 
Christina. 

"Not he, of course, save that it was a year of 
Turkish inroads. He will speak more perchance to- 
morrow. Mother, not a word to any one, nor let 
us betray our recognition unless it be his pleasure to 
make himself known." 

" Certainly not," said Christina, remembering the 
danger that the household might revenge Friedel's 
death if they knew the foe to be in their power. 
Knowing as she did that Ebbo's admiration was apt 
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to be enthusiastic, and mi^t now be rendered the 
more fervent by fever and solitude, she was still 
at a loss to understand his dazzled, fiEiscinated state. 

When Heinz entered, bringing the castle key, 
which was always laid under the Baron's pillow, 
Ebbo made a movement with his hand that surprised 
them both, as if to send it elsewhere — ^then muttered, 
"No, no, not till he reveals himself," and asked, 
" Where sleeps the guest ?" 

" In the grandmother^s room, which we fitted for a 
guestchamber, little thinking who our first would 
be," said his mother. 

" Never fear, lady ; we will have a care to him," 
said Heinz, somewhat grimly. 

"Yes, have a care," said Ebbo, wearily ; "and take 
care all due honour is shown to him ! Qood night, 
Heinz." 

''Gracious lady," said Heinz, when by a sign he 
had intimated to her his desire of speaking with her 
unobserved by the Baron, " never fear ; I know who 
the fellow is as well as you do. I shall be at the 
foot of the stairs, and woe to whoever tries to step up 
them past me/' 

" There is no reason to apprehend treason, Heinz, 
yet to be on our guaxd can do no harm." 
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"ITay, lady, I could look to the gear for the 
oubliette if you would speak the word." 

"For heaven's sake, no, Heinz, This man has 
come hither trusting to our honour, and you could 
not do your lord a greater wrong, nor one that he 
could less pardon, th^n by any attempt on our 
guest." 

" Would that he had never eaten our bread ! " 
muttered Heinz. "Vipers be they all, and who 
knows what may come next ? " 

"Watch, watch, Heinz; that is all," implored 
Christina, "and, above all, not a word to any one 
else." 

And Christina dismissed the man-at-arms gruff 
and sullen, and herself retired ill at ease between 
fears of, and for, the unwelcome guest whose strange 
powers of fascination had rendered her, in his 
absence, doubly distrustful. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 



BITTER THEUBDAXK. 



The snow fell all night without ceasing, and was 
still falling on the morrow, when the guest explained 
his desire of paying a short visit to the young Baron, 
and then taking his departure. Christina would 
gladly have been quit of him, but she felt bound to 
remonstrate, for their mountain was absolutely im- 
passable during a fall of snow, above all when accom- 
panied by wind, since the drifts concealed fearful 
abysses, and the shifting masses ensured destruction 
to the unwary wayfarer ; nay, natives themselves had 
perished between the hamlet and the castle. 

"Not the hardiest cragsman, not my son himself/* 
she said, " could venture on such a morning to guide 
you to -^ 

"Whither, gracious dame?" asked Theurdank, 
half smiling. 

" Nay, sir, I would not utter what you would not 
make known." 
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*' You know me then ? " 

"Surely, sir, for our noble foe, whose generous 
trust in our honour must win my son's heart" 

" So ! " he said with a peculiar smile, " Theurdank — 
Dankwart — I see ! May I ask if your son likewise 
smelt out the Schlangenwald? " 

" Verily, Sir Count, my Ebbo is not easily deceived. 
He said our guest could be but one man in all the 
empire." 

Theurdank smiled again, saying, "Then, lady, 
you shudder not at a man whose kin and yours have 
shed so much of one another's blood ? ^' 

"Nay, ghostly knight, I regard you as no more 
stained therewith than are my sons by the deeds of 
their grandfather." 

" If there were more like you, lady," returned 
Theurdank, " deadly feuds would soon be starved 
out. May I to your son ? I have more to say to 
him, and I would fain hear his views of the storm." 

Christina could not be quite at ease with Theur- 
dank in her son's room, but she had no choice, and 
she knew that Heinz was watching on the turret 
stair, out of hearing indeed, but as ready to spring as 
a cat who sees her young ones in the hand of a child 
that she only half trusts. 

VOL. II. L 
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Ebbo lay eagerly watching for his visitor, who 
greeted him with the same almost paternal kindness 
he had evinced the night before, but consulted him 
upon the way from the castle. Ebbo confirmed his 
mother's opinion that the path was impracticable 
so long as the snow fell, and the wind tossed it in 
wfld drifts. 

"We have been caught in snow," he said, "and 
hard work have we had to get home ! Once in- 
deed, after a bear hunt, we fully thought the castle 
stood before us, and lo ! it was all a cruel snow mist 
in that mocking shape. I was even about to climb 
our last Eagle's Step, as I thought, when behold, it 
proved to be the very brink of the abyss." 

" Ah ! these ravines are well-nigh as bad as those 
of the Inn. I've known what it was to be caught on 
the ledge of a precipice by a sharp wind, changing 
its course, mark^st thou, so swiftly that it verUy tore 
my hold from the rock, and had well-nigh swept me 
into a chasm of mighty depth. There was nothing 
for it but to make the best spring I might towards 
the crag on the other side, and grip for my life at my 
alpenstock, which by Our Lady^s grace was firmly 
planted, and I held on tUl I got breath again, and 
felt for my footing on the ice-glazed rock." 
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"Ah!" said Eberliaxd with a long breath, after 
having listened with a hunter's keen interest to this 
hair's-breadth escape, "it sounds like a gust of my 
mountain air thus let in on me." 

" Truly it is dismal work for a lusty hunter to lie 
here," said Theurdank, "but soon shalt thou take 
thy crags again in full vigour, I hope. How call'st 
thou the deep grey lonely pool under a steep frown- 
ing crag, sharpened well-nigh to a spear point, that I 
passed yester afternoon ? " 

" The Ptarmigan's Mere, the Eed Eyrie," murmured 
Ebbo, scarcely able to utter the words as he thought 
of Friedel's delight in the pool, his exploit at the 
eyrie, and the gay bargain made in the streets of 
Ulm, that he should show the scaler of the Dom 
steeple the way to the eagle's nest. 

" I remember," said his guest gravely, coming to his 
side. "Ah, boy! thy brother's flight has been higher 
yet. Weep freely ; fear me not. Do I not know 
what it is, when those who were over-good for earth 
have found their eagle's wings, and left us here ? " 

Ebbo gazed up through his tears into the noble, 
mournful face that was bent kindly over him. '* I 
will not seek to comfort thee by counselling thee to 
forget," said Theurdank. " I was scarce thine elder 

l2 
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when my life was thus rent asunder, and to hoar 
hairs, nay, to the grave itself^ will she be my 
glory and my sorrow. Never owned I brother, but 
I trow ye two were one in no common sort" 

'' Such brothers as we saw at Ulm were little like 
us," returned Ebbo, from the bottom of his heart. 
''We were knit together so that all will begin with 
me as if it were the left hand remaining alone to do 
it! I am glad that my old life may not even in 
shadow be renewed till after I have gone in quest of 
my father." 

" Be not over hasty in that quest" said the guest, 
" or the infidels may chance to gain two Freiherren 
instead of one. Hast any designs ? " 

Ebbo explained that he thought of making his 
way to Genoa to consult the merchant Gian Battista 
dei I^attiste, whose description of the captive German 
noble had so strongly impressed FriedeL ' Ebbo 
knew the difference between Turks and Moors, but 
Frieders impulse guided him, and he further thought 
that at Genoa he should learn the way to deal with 
<iither variety of infidel Theurdank thought this a 
pnident course, since the Genoese had dealings both 
at Tripoli and Constantinople ; and, moreover, the 
transfer was not impossible, since the two different 
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hordes of Moslems trafl&cked among themselves when 
either had made an unusually successful razzia. 

" Shame," he broke out, " that these Eastern locusts, 
these ravening hounds, should prey unmolested on 
the fairest lands of the earth, and our German nobles 
lie here like swine, grunting and squealing over the 
plunder they grub up from one another, deaf to any 
summons from heaven or earth 1 Did not Heaven's 
own voice speak in thunder this last year, even in 
November, hurling the mighty thunderbolt of Alsace, 
an ell long, weighing two hundred and fifteen pounds ? 
Did I not cause it to be hung up in the church of 
Encisheim, as a witness and warning of the plagues 
that hang over us ? But no, nothing will quicken 
them from their sloth and drunkenness till the foe 
are at their doors ; and, if a man arise of different 
mould, with some heaxt for the knightly, the good, 
and the true, then they kill him for me ! But thou, 
Adlerstein, this pious quest over, thou wilt return to 
me. Thou hast head to think and heart to feel for 
the shame and woe of this misguided land." 

" I trust so, my lord," said Ebbo. " Truly, I have 
suffered bitterly for pursuing my own quarrel rather 
than the crusade." 

" I meant not thee," said Theurdank, kindly. " Thy 
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bridge is a benefit to me, as much as, or more than,, 
ever it can be to thee. Dost know Italian ? There is 
something of Italy in thine eye." 

" My mother's mother was Italian, my lord ; but 
she died so early that her language has not descended 
to my mother or myself." 

" Thou shouldst learn it. It will be pastime while 
thou art bed-fast, and serve thee well in dealing 
with the Moslem. Moreover, I may have work for 
thee in Welschland. Books ? I will send thee books. 
There is the whole chronicle of Karl the Great, and 
all his Palsgrafen, by Pulci and Boiardo, a brave 
count and gentleman himself, governor of Eeggio, 
and worthy to sing of deeds of arms ; so choice, too, 
as to the names of his heroes, that they say he caused 
his church bells to be rung when he had found one 
for Eodomonte, his infidel Hector. He has shown up 
Koland as a love-sick knight, though, which is out 
of all accord with Archbishop Turpin. Wilt have 
him ? " 

. " When we were together, we used to love tales of 
chivalry." 

" Ah ! Or wilt have the stem old GhibeUine Flo- 
rentine, who explored the three realms of the de- 
parted? Deep lore, and well-nigh unsearchable, is 
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liis ; but I love liim for the sake of his Beatrice, who 
^^uided him. May we find such guides in our day ! " 
" I have heard of him," said Ebbo. " If he will 
tell me where my Friedel walks in light, then, my 
lord, I would read him with all my heart.'* 
* " Or wouldst thou have rare Franciscus Petrarca ? 
I wot thou art too young as yet for the yearnings of 
his sonnets, but their voice is sweet to the bereft 
heart." And he murmured over, in their melodious 
Italian flow, the lines on Laura's death : — 

'* Not paUid, but yet whiter than the snow 
By wind unstirred that on a hill-side lies ; 
Rest seemed as on a weaiy frame to grow, 
A gentle slumber pressed her lovely eyes." 

" Ah ! " he added aloud to himself, " it is ever to me 
as though the poet had watched in that chamber at 
Ghent." 

Such were the discourses of that morning, now on 
poetry and book lore ; now admiration of the carvings 
that decked the room ; now talk on grand architec- 
tural designs, or improvements in firearms, or the 
discussion of hunting adventures. There seemed 
nothing in art, life, or learning in which the versatile 
mind of Theurdank was not at home, or that did not 
end in some strange personal reminiscence of his 
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own. All was so kind, so gracious, and briUiant, 
that at first the interview was full of wondering 
delight to Ebbo, but latterly it became very fatiguing 
from the strain of attention, above all towards a guest 
who evidently knew that he was known, while not 
permitting such recognition to be avowed. Ebbo 
began to long for an interruption, but, though he 
could see by the lightened sky that the weather had 
cleared up, it would have been impossible to have 
suggested to any guest that the way might now pro- 
bably be open, and more especially to such a guest 
as this. Considerate as his visitor had been the night 
before, the pleasure of talk seemed to have done away 
with the remembrance of his host's weakness, till 
Ebbo so flagged that at last he was scarcely alive to 
more than the continued sound of the voice, and all 
the pain that for a while had been in abeyance seemed 
to have mastered him ; but his guest, half reading his 
books, half discoursing, seemed too much immersed 
in his own plans, theories, and adventures, to mark 
the condition of his auditor. 

Interruption came at last, however. There was a 
sudden knock at the door at noon, and with scant 
ceremony Heinz entered, followed by three other of 
the men-at-arms, fully equipped. 
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" Ha ! what means this ? " demanded Ebbo. 

" Peace, Sir Baron," said Heinz, advancing so as to 
place his large person between Ebbo's bed and the 
strange hunter. " You know nothing of it. We are 
not going to lose you as well as your brother, and we 
mean to see how this knight likes to serve as a 
hostage instead of opening the gates as a traitor spy. 
On him, Koppel ! it is thy right." 

*' Hands off ! at your peril, villains ! " exclaimed 
Ebbo, sitting up, and speaking in the steady resolute 
voice that had so early rendered him thoroughly their 
master, but much perplexed and dismayed, and entirely 
unassisted by Theurdank, who stood looking on with 
almost a smile, as if diverted by his predicament. 

" By your leave, Herr Freiherr," said Heinz, putting 
his hand on his shoulder, "this is no concern of 
yours. While you cannot guard yourself or my lady, 
it is our part to do. so. I tell you his minions are on 
their way to surprise the castle." 

Even as Heinz spoke, Christina came panting into 
the room, and, hurrying to her son's side, said, " Sir 
Count, is this just, is this honourable, thus to return 
my son's welcome, in his helpless condition ? " 

" Mother, are you likewise distracted ? " exclaimed 
Ebbo. " ^Tiat is all this madness ? " ' 
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" Alas, my son, it is no frenzy ! There are amied 
men coming up the Eagle's Stairs on the one hand, 
and by the Gemsbock's Pass on the other ! '* 

" But not a hair of your head shall they hurt, lady," 
said Ileinz. '* This felloVs limbs shall be thrown to 
them over the battlements. On, Koppel ! " 

" Off, Koppel ! " thundered Ebbo. " Would you 
brand me with shame for ever? Were he all the 
Schlangenwalds in one, he should go as freely as he 
came ; but he is no more Schlangenwald than I am." 

" He has deceived you, my lord," said Heinz. 
" My lady's own letter to Schlangenwald was in his 
cliamber. Tis a treacherous disguise." 

" Fool that thou art ! " said Ebbo. " I know this 
gentleman well I knew him at Ulm. Those who 
meet him here mean me no ill. Open the gates and 
receive them honourably ! Mother, mother, trust me, 
all is well. I know what I am saying." 

The men looked one upon another. Christina 
wrung her hands, uncertain whether her son were 
not under some strange fatal deception. 

" My lord has his fancies," growled Koppel. " I'll 
not Ije baulked of my right of vengeance for his 
scruples ! Will he swear that this fellow is what he 
calls himself?" 
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" I swear/' said Ebbo, slowly, " that he is a true 
loyal knight, well known to me." 

" Swear it distinctly, Sir Baron," said Heinz. " We 
have all too deep a debt of vengeance to let off any 
one who comes here lurking in the interest of our 
foe. Swear that this is Theurdank, or we send his 
liead to greet his friends." 

Drops stood on Ebbo's brow, and his breath la- 
boiired as he felt his senses reeling, and his powers 
of defence for his guest failing him. Even should 
the stranger confess his name, the people of the castle 
might not believe him ; and here he stood like one 
indifferent, evidently measuring how far his young 
host would go in his cause. 

" I cannot swear that his real name is Theurdank," 
said Ebbo, rallying his forces, " but this I swear, that 
he is neither friend nor fosterer of Schlangenwald, 
that I know him, and I had rather die than that the 
slightest indignity were offered him." Here, and with 
a great effort that terribly wrenched his wounded leg, 
he reached past Heinz, and grasped his guest's hand, 
pulling him as near as he could. 

" Sir," he said, " if they try to lay hands on you, 
strike my death-blow ! " 

A bugle-horn was wound outside. The men stood 
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daunted — Christina in extreme terror for her son, 
who lay gasping, breathless, but still clutching the 
stranger's hand, and with eyes of fire glaring on the 
mutinous warriors. Another bugle-blast ! Heinz was 
ahnost in the act of grapplmg with the sUent foe, 
and Koppel cried as he raised his halbert, " Now or 
never ! " but paused. 

*' Never, so please you," said the strange guest. 
" What if your yoimg lord could not forswear himself 
that my name is Theurdank ! Are you foes to all the 
world save Theurdank ? " 

** No masking," said Heinz, sternly. " Tell your 
true name as an honest man, and we will judge 
whether you be friend or foe." 

" My name is a mouthftd, as your master knows," 
said the guest slowly, looking with strangely amused 
eyes on the confused lanzknechts, who were trying to 
devour their rage. *' I was baptized Maximilianus ; 
Archduke of Austria, by birth; by choice of the 
Germans, King of the Komans." 

'' The Kaisar ! " 

Christina dropped on her knee ; the men-at-arms 
tumbled backwards ; Ebbo pressed the hand he held 
to his lips, and fainted away. The bugle sounded for 
the third time. ' 



hk 
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CHAPTER IX. 



PEACE. 



Slowly and painfully did Ebbo recover from his 
swoon, feeling as if the means of revival were rending 
liim away from his brother. He was so completely 
spent that he was satisfied with a mere assurance 
that nothing was amiss, and presently dropped into 
a profound slumber, whence he awoke to find it still 
broad daylight, and his mother sitting by the side of 
his bed, all looking so much as it .had done for the 
last six weeks that his first inquiry was if all that 
had happened had been but a strange dream. His 
mother would scarcely answer till she had satisfied 
herself that his eye was clear, his voice steady, his 
hand cool, and that, as she said, " That Kaisar had 
done him no harm." 

'* Ah, then it was true ! Where is he ? Gone ? " 
cried Ebbo eagerly. 

"No, in the hall below, busy with letters they 
have brought him. Lie still, my boy ; he has done 
thee quite enough damage for one day." 
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"But, mother, what are you saying! Somcthin^^ 
disloyal, was it not ? " 

"Well, Ebbo, I was very angry that he should 
have half killed you when he could so easily have 
spoken one word. Heaven forgive me if I did 
wrong, but I could not help it." 

"Did he forgive you, mother?" said Ebbo, 
anxiously. 

" He — oh, yes. To do liim justice he was greatly 
concerned ; devised ways of restoring thee, and now 
has promised not to come near thee again without 
my leave," said the mother, quite as persuaded of 
her own rightful sway in her son's sick chamber as 
ever Kunigunde had been of her dominion over the 
castle. 

" And is he disjdcased with me ? Tliose cowardly 
vindictive rascals, to fall on him, and set me at 
nought ! Before him, too ! " exclaimed Ebbo bitterly. 

" Nay, Ebbo, he thought thy part most gallant. I 
heard him say so, not only to me, but below stairs — 
both wise and true. Thou didst know him then ? " 

"From the first glance of his princely eye — the 
first of his keen smiles. I had seen, him disguised 
before. I thought you knew him too, mother; 1 
never guessed that your mind was running on 
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Schlangenwald when we talked at cross purposes 
last night." 

"Would that I had; but, though I breathed no 
word openly, I encouraged Heinz's precautions. My 
boy, I could not help it ; my heart would tremble 
for my only one, and I saw he could not be what he 
seemed." 

" And what doth he here ? Who were the men 
who were advancing ? '' 

" They were the followers he had left at St. 
Euprecht's, and likewise Master Schleiermacher and 
Sir Kasimir of Wildschloss." 
« Ha ! " 

" What— he had not told thee ? " 
" No. He knew that I knew him, was at no pains 
to disguise himself, yet evidently meant me to treat 
him as a private knight. But what brought Wild- 
schloss here?'' 

" It seems," said Christina, " that, on the return 
from Carinthia, the Kaisar expressed his intention of 
slipping away from his army in his own strange 
fashion, and himself inquiring into the matter of the 
Ford. So he took with him his own personal 
followers, the new Graf von Schlangenwald, Herr 
Kasimir, and Master Schleiermacher. The others lie 
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sent to Schlangenwald ; he himself lodged at St. 
Kiiprecht'B^ appointing that Sir Kasimir should meet 
him there this morning. From the convent he 
started on a chamois hunt, and made his way hither; 
but, when the snow came on, and he returned not, his 
followers became uneasy, and came in search of him." 

" Ah ! '* said Ebbo, " he meant to intercede for 
AVildschloss — ^it might be he would have tried his 
power. No, for that he is too generous. How 
looked Wildschloss, mother ? " 

'* How could I tell how any one looked save thee, 
my poor wan boy ? Thou art paler than ever I I 
cannot have any king or kaisar of them all come to 
trouble thee." 

" Nay, motherling, there is much more trouble and 
unrest to me in not knowing how my king will treat 
us after such a requital ! Prithee let him know Uiat 
I am at his service." 

And, after having fed and refreshed her patient, 
the gentle potentate of his chamber consented to 
intimate her consent to admit the invader. But not 
till after delay enough to fret the impatient nerves 
of illness did Maximilian appear, handing her in, 
and saying, in the cheery voice that was one of his 
chief Cascinations, 
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" Yea, truly, fair dame, I know thou wouldst 
sooner trust Schlangenwald himself than me alone 
with thy charge. How goes it, my true knight ? " 

" Well, right well, my liege," said Ebbo, " save for 
my shame and grie£" 

" Thou art the last to be ashamed for that," said 
the good-natured prince. " Have I never seen my 
faithful vassals more bent on their own feuds than 
on my word ? — I who reign over a set of kings, who 
brook no will but their own." 

" And may we ask your pardon," said Ebbo, " not , 
only for ourselves, but for the misguided men-at- 
arms ? " 

" What ! the grewsome giant that was prepared 
with the axe, and the honest lad that wanted to do 
his duty by his father ? I honour that lad, Freiherr ; 
I would enrol him in my guard, but that probably 
he is better off here than with Massimiliano pocJii 
Uanari, aS the Italians call me. But what I came 
hither to say was this," and he spoke gravely : *' thou 
ai't sincere in desiring reconciliation with the house 
of Schlangenwald ? " 

" With all my heart," said Ebbo, " do I loathe the 
miserable debt of blood for blood 1 " 

" And," said Maximilian, " Graf Dankwart is of 
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like mind. Bred from pagcdom in his Prussian com- 
mandery, he has never been exposed to the irritations 
that have fed the spirit of strife, and he will be 
thankful to lay it aside. The question next is how 
to solemnize this reconciliation, ere your retainers on 
one side or the other do something to set you by the 
ears together again, which, judging by this morning's 
work, is not improbable." 
" Alas ! no,*' said Eb})0, " while I am laid by/' 
"Had you both been in our camp, you should 
have sworn friendship in my chapel. Now must 
Dankwart come hither to thee, as I trow he had best 
do, while I am here to keej) the peace. See, friend 
Ebbo, we will have him here to-morrow ; thy chap- 
. lain shall deck the altar here, the Father Abbot shall 
say mass, and ye shall swear peace and brotherhood 
before me. And," he added, taking Ebbo's hand, " I 
shall know how to trust thine oaths as of one who 
sets the fear of God above that of his king." 

This was truly the only chance of impressing on 
the wild vassals of the two houses an obligation that 
perhaps might override their ancient hatred ; and the 
Baron and his mother gladly subnutted to the arrange- 
ment. Maximilian withdrew to give directions for 
Bummoning the j^ersons required, and Christina was 
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soon obliged to leave her son, while she provided for 
9 her indux of guests. 

Ebbo was alone till nearly the end of the supper 
below stairs. He had been dozing, when a cautious 
tread came up the turret steps, and he started, and 
called out, " Who goes there ? I am not asleep." 

" It is your kinsman, Freiherr," said a well-known 
voice ; " I come by your mother's leave." 

" Welcome, Sir Cousin," said Ebbo, holding out his 
hand. " You come to find everything changed." 

"I have knelt in the chapel," said Wildschloss, 
gravely. 

" And he loved you better than I ! " said Ebbo. 

" Your jealousy of me was a providential thing, for 
which all may be thankful," said Wildschloss gravely ; 
" yet it is no small thing to lose the hope of so 
many years ! However, young Baron, I have grave 
matter for your consideration. Know you the service 
on which I am to be sent? The Kaisar deems that 
the Armenians or some of the Christian nations on 
the skirts of the Ottomcijp empire might be made our 
allies, and attack the Turk in his rear. I am chosen 
as his envoy, and shall sail so soon as I can make my 
way to Venice. I only knew of the appointment 

* 

since I came hither, he having been led thereto by 
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letters brought him this day ; and mayhap by the 
downfall of my hopes. He was peremptory, as his 
mood is, and seemed to think it no small favour," 
added Wildschloss, with some annoyance. "And 
meantime, what of my poor child? There she is iii 
the doister at Ulm, but an inheritance is a very mill- 
stone round the neck of an orphan maid. That inso- 
lent fellow, Lassla von Trautbach, hath abeady de- 
manded to espouse the poor babe ; he — a blood- 
stained, dicing, drunken rover, with whom I would 
pot trust a dog that I loved ! Yet my death would 
place her at the disposal of his father, who would 
give her at once to him. Nay, even his aunt, the 
abbess, will believe nothing against him, and hatli 
even striven with me to have her betrothed at ouce. 
On the barest rumour of my death will they wed tlu; 
poor little thing, and then woe to her, and woe to my 
vassals ! " 

" The King," suggested Ebbo. " Surely she might 
be made his ward." 

"Young man," said Sir Ka§imir, bending over him, 
and speaking in an imdertone, " he may well have 
won your heart. As friend, when one is at his sido, 
none can be so winning, or so sincere as he ; but with 
all his brilliant gifts, he says truly of himself that he 
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is a mere reckless huntsman. To-day, while I lam 
with him he would give me half Austria, or fight 
single-handed in my cause or Thekla's. Next month, 
when I am out of sight, comes Trautbach, just when 
his head is full of keeping the French out of Italy, 
or reforming the Church, or beating the Turk, or par- 
celling the empire into circles, or, may be, of a new 
touchhole for a cannon — nay, of a flower; garden, o^ 
of walking into a lion's den. ♦ He just says, * Yea, 
well,' to be rid of the importunity, and all is over 
with my poor little maiden. Harebrained and be- 
wildered with schemes has he been as Eomish King 
— how will it be with him as Kaisar ? It is but of 
his wonted madness that he is here at all, when his 
Austrian states must be all astray for want of him. 
No, no ; I would rather make a weathercock guardian 
to my daughter. You yourself are the only guard 
to whom I can safely entrust her." 

'*My sword as knight and kinsman — ** began 
Ebbo. 

" No, no ; 'tis no matter of errant knight or dis-» 
tressed damsel That is King Max's own line ! " said 
Wildschloss, with a little of the irony that used tp 
nettle Ebbo. " There is only one way in which yo^ 
cau save her, and that is as her husband." 



166 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLETS NEST. 

Ebbo started, as well he might, but Sir. Kasimir 
laid his hand on him with a gesture that bade him 
listen ere he spoke. " My first wish for my child," 
he said, " was to see her brought up by that peerless 
lady below stairs. The saints — in pity to one so like 
themselves — spared her the distress our union would 
have brought her. Now, it would be vain to place* 
my little Tliekla in her care, for Tmutbach would 
easily feign my death, and claim his niece, nor arc 
you of age to be made her guardian as head of our 
house. But, if this marriage rite were solemnized, 
then would her person and lands alike be yours, and 
I could leave her with an easy heart." 

" But," said the confused, surprised Ebbo, " what 
can I do ? They say I shall not walk for many weeks 
to come. And, even if I could, I am so yoimg — 1 
have so blundered in my dealings with my own 
mountaineers, and with this fatal bridge — how should 
I manage such estates as yours ? Some better " 

" Look you, Ebbo," said Wildschloss ; " you have 
erred — you have been hasty ; but tell me where to 
find another youth, whose strongest purpose was as 
wise as your errors, or who cared for others' good 
more than for his own violence and vainglory ? Brief 
as your time has been, one knows when one is on 
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your bounds by the aspect of your serfs, the sound- 
ness of their dwellings, the prosperity of their crops 
and cattle ; above all, by their face and tone if one 
asks for their lord." 

" Ah ! it was Friedel they loved. They scarce 
knew me from Friedel." 

" Such as you are, with all the blunders you have 
made and will make, you are the only youth I know 
to whom I could entrust my child or my lands. The 
old Wildschloss castle is a male fief, and would return 
to you, but there are domains since granted that will 

cause intolerable trouble and strife, unless you and 
my poor little heiress are united. As for age, you 

are ?" 

" Eighteen next Easter." 

'* Then there are scarce eleven years between you. 
You will find the little one a blooming bride when 
your first deeds in arms have been fought out." 

"And, if my mother trains her up," said Ebbo, 
thoughtfully, " she will be all the better daughter to 
her. But, Sir Cousin, you know I too must be going. 
So soon as I can brook the -saddle, I must seek out 
and ransom my father." 

" That is like to be a far shorter and safer journey 
than mine. The Genoese and Venetians understand 
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traffic with the infidels for their captives, and only 

■ 

by your own fault could you get into danger. Even 
at the worst, should mishap befall you, you could so 
order matters as to leave your girl-widow in your 
mother's charge/' 

" Then," added Ebbo, " she would still have one 
left to love and cherish her. Sir Kasimir, it is well ; 
though, if you knew me without my Fiiedel, you 
would repent of your bargain." 

" Thanks from my heart," said Wildschloss, " but 
you need not be concerned. You have never been 
over-friendly with me even with Friedel at your side. 
But to business, my son. You will endure that title 
from me now ? My time is short." 

" What would you have me do ? Shall I send the 
little one a betrothal ring, and ride to Ulm to wed 
and fetch her home in spring ? '* 

"That may hardly serve. These kinsmen would 
have seized on her and the castle long ere that time. 
The only safety is the making wedlock as fast as it 
can be made with a child of such tender years. Mine 
is the only power that can make the abbess give her 
up, and therefore will I ride this moonlight night to 
Ulm, bring the little one back with me by the time 
the reconciliation be concluded, and then shall ye be 
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wed by the Abbot of St. Euprecht's, with the Kaisar 
for a witness, and thus will the knot be too strong for 
the Trautbachs to untie." • 

Ebbo looked disconcerted and gasped, as if this 
were over-quick work. — " To-morrow ! " he said. 
" Knows my mother 1 " 

" I go to speak with her at once. The Kaisar's 
consent I have, as he says, ' If we have one vassal 
who has common sense and honesty, let us make the 
most of him.' Ah ! my son, I shall return to see you 
his counsellor and friend." 

Those days had no delicacies as to the lady's side 
taking the initiative : and, in effect, the wealth and 
power of Wildschloss so much exceeded those of the 
elder branch that it would have been presumptuous 
on Eberhard's part to have made the proposal It 
was more a treaty than an affair of hearts, and Sir 
Kasimir had not even gone through the form of in- 
quiring if Ebbo were fancy-free. It was true, indeed, 
that he was stiU a boy, with no passion for any one 
but his mother ; but had he even formed a dream of 
a ladye love, it would scarcely have been deemed a 
rational objection. The days of romance were no 
days of romance in marriage. 

Yet Christina, wedded herself for pure love, felt 
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this obstacle strongly. The scheme was propounded 
to her over the hall fire by no less a person than 
Maximilian himself, and he, whose perceptions were 
extremely keen when he was not too much on- 
grossed to use them, observed her reluctance 
through all her timid deference, and probed her 
reasons so successfully that she owned at last tliat 
though it might sound like folly, she could scarce en- 
dure to see her son so bind himself that the romance 
of his life could hardly be innocent. 

*' Nay, lady," was the answer, in a tone of deep 
feeling. " Neither lands nor honours can weigh down 
the upspringing of true love ; " and he l)0wed his 
head between his hands. 

Verily, all the Low Countries had not impeded the 
true-hearted affection of Maximilian and Mary ; and, 
though since her death his want of self-restraint had 
marred his personal character and morals, and though 
he was now on the point of concluding a most love- 
less political inarriage, yet still Mary was — as hci 
shows her as the Beatrice of both his strange autobio- 
graphical allegories — the guiding star of his fitful 
life ; and in heart his fidelity was so unbi'oken that, 
when after a long pause he again looked uj) to Chris- 
tina, he spoke as well understanding her feelings. 
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"I know what you would say, lady; your son 
hardly knows as yet how much is asked of him, and 
the little maid, to whom he vows his heart, is over- 
young to secure it. But, lady, I have often observed 
that men, whose family affections are as deep and 
fervent as your son's are for you and his brother, sel- 
dom have wandering passions, but that their love 
flows deep and steady in the channels prepared for it. 
Let your young Freiherr regard this damsel as his 
own, and you will see he will love her as such." 

" I trust so, my liege/* 

" Moreover, if she turn out like the spiteful Traut- 
bach folk," said Maximilian rather wickedly, " plenty 
of holes can be picked in a baby-wedding. No fear 
of its over-firmness. I never saw one come to good ; 
only he must keep firm hold on the lands." 

This was not easy to answer, coming from a prince 
who had no small experience in premature bridals 
coming to nothing, and Christina felt that the matter 
was taken out of her hands, and that she had no 
more to do but to enjoy the warm-hearted Kaisar*s 
praises of her son. 

In fact, the general run of nobles were then so 
boorish and violent compared with the citizens, that 
a nobleman who possessed intellect, loyalty, and con- 
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science was so valuable to the sovereign tliat Maxi- 
milian was rejoiced to do all that either could bind 
him to his service' or increase his power. Th(5 true 
history of this expedition on the Emperor's part was 
this — that he had consulted Kasimir upon the question 
of the Debateable Ford and the feud of Adlerstein 
and Schlangenwald, asking further how liis friend 
had sped in the wooing of the fair widow, to wliich 
he remembered having given his consent at Ulm. 

Wildschloss replied that, tliough backed up by her 
kindred at Ulm, he had made no progress, in conse- 
quence of the determined opposition of her two sons, 
and he had therefore resolved to wait a while, and let 
her and the young Baron feel their inability to extri- 
cate themselves from the difficulties that were sure 
to beset them, without his authority, influence, and 
experience — fully believing that some predicament 
might arise that would bring the mother to terms, if 
not the sons. 

This disaster did seem to have fallen out, and he 
had meant at once to ofifer himself to the lady as 
her supporter and advocate, able to bring about all 
her son could desire ; though he owned that his hopes 
would have been higher, if the survivor had been the 
gentle, friendly Friedmund, rather than the hot and 
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imperious Eberhard, who he knew ^ust be brought 
very low ere his objections would be withdrawn. 

The touch of romance had quite fascinated Maxi- 
milian. He would see the lady and her soti. He 
would make all things easy by the personal inJBuence 
that he so well knew how to exert, backed by his 
imperial authority ; and both should see cause to be 
thankful to purchase consent to the bridge-building, 
and pardon for the fray, by the marriage between the 
widow and Sir Kasimir. 

But the Last of the Knights was a gentleman, and 
the meek dignity of his hostess had hindered him from 
pressing on her any distasteful subject until her son*s 
explanation of the uncertainty of her husband's 
death had precluded all mention of this intention. 
Besides, Maximilian was himself greatly charmed by 
Ebbo's own qualities — partly perhaps as an intel- 
ligent auditor, but also by his good sense, high spirit, 
and, above all, by the ready and delicate tact that had 
both penetrated and respected the disguise. More- 
over, Maximilian, though a faulty, was a devout man, 
and could appreciate the youth's unswerving truth, 
under circumstances that did, in effect, imperil him 
more really than his guest. In this mood, Maximilian 
felt disposed to be rid to the very utmost of poor Sir 
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Kasimir's unlucky attachment to a wedded lady ; and 
receiving letters suggestive of the Eastern mission, 
instantly decided that it would only be doing as he 
wpuld be done by instantly to order the disappointed 
suitor ofif to the utmost parts of the earth, where he 
would much have liked to go himself, save for the 
unlucky clog of all the realm of Germany. That Sir 
Kasimir had any tie to home he had for the moment 
entirely forgotten; and, had he remembered it, the 
knight was so eminently fitted to fulfil his purpose, 
that it could hardly have been regarded. But, when 
Wildschloss himself devised his little heiress's union 
with the head of the direct line, it was a most accept- 
able proposal to the Emperor, who set himself to for- 
ward it at once, out of policy, and as compensation 
to all parties. 

And so Christina's gentle remonstrance was passed 
by. Yet, with all her sense of the venture, it was 
thankworthy to look back on the trembling anxiety 
with which she had watched her boy's childhood, 
amid all his temptations and perils, and compare her 
fears with his present position ; his alliance courted, 
his wisdom honoured, the child of the proud, contemned 
outlawreceived as the favourite of the Emperor, and the 
valued ally of her own honoured burgher world. Yet 
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he was still a mere lad. How would it be for the 
future ? Would he be unspoiled ? Yes, even as she 
already viewed one of her twins as the star on high 
— nay, when kneeling in the chapel, her dazzling tears 
made stars of the glint of the light reflected in his 
bright helmet — might she not trust that the other 
would yet run his course to and fro, as the spark in 
the stubble ? 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE ALTAK OF PEACE. 



No one could bear to waken the young Baron till 
the sun had risen high enough to fall on his face and 
unclose his eyes. 

" Mother " (ever his first word), " you liave let me 
sleep too long." 

" Thou didst wake too long, I fear me." 
"I hoped you knew it not. Yes, my wound 
throbbed sore, and the wonders of the day wliirled 
round my brain like the wild huntsman's chase." 
" And, cruel boy, thou didst not call to me." 
" What, with such a yesterday, and such a morrow 
for you ? while, chance what may, I caii but lie stilL 
I thought I must call, if I were still so wretched, 
when the last moonbeam faded ; but, behold, sleep 
came, and therewith my Friedel sat by me, and Las 
sung songs of peace ever since." 

" And hath lulled thee to content, dear son ? ^' 
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" Content as the echo of his voice and the fulfil- 
ment of his hope can make me," said Ebbo. 

And so Christina made her son ready for the day*s 
solemnities, arraying him in a fine Holland shirt 
with exquisite broidery of her own on the collar and 
sleeves, and carefully disposing his long glossy, dark 
brown hair so as to fall on his shoulders as he lay 
propped up by cushions. She would have thrown 
his crimson mantle round him, but he repelled it 
indignantly. " Gay braveries for me, while my Friedel 
is not yet in his resting-place ? Here — ^the black 
velvet cloak." 

" Alas, Ebbo ! it makes thee look more of a corpse 
than a bridegroom. Thou wilt scare thy poor little 
spouse. Ah I it was not thus I had fancied myself 
decking thee for thy wedding." 

" Poor little one 1 " said Ebbo. " If, as your uncle 
says, mourning is the seed of joy, this bridal should 
prove a gladsome one ! But let her prove a loving 
child to you, and honour my Frieders memory, then 
shall I love her welL Do not fear, motherling ; with 
the roots of hatred and jealousy taken out of the 
heart, even sorrow is such peace that it is almost joy." 

It was over early for pain and sorrow to have 
taught that lesson, thought the mother, as with 
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tender tears slie gave place to the ])riest, who was to 
begin the solemnities of tlie day by shriving the 
young Baron. It was Father Norbert, who had in 
this very chamber baptized the brothers, while their 
grandmother was plotting the destruction of their 
godfather, even while he gave Friedmund his name 
of peace, — ^Father Norl>ert, who had from the veiy 
first encouraged the drooping, heart-stricken, solitary 
Christina not to bo overcome of evil, but to overcome 
evil with good. 

A temporary altar was erected between tlu? 
windows, and hung with the silk and embroidery 
belonging to that in the chapel : a crucifix was 
placed on it, with the shrine of the stone of Nicaja, 
one or two other relics brought from 8t. Iluprecht's 
cloister, and a beautiful mother-of-pearl and gold 
pyx also from the abbey, containing the host, These 
were arranged by the chaj)lain. Father Korbert, and 
three of his brethren from the abbey. And then the 
Father Abbot, a kindly, dignified old man, who had 
long been on friendly terms with the young Baron, 
entered ; and after a few kind though serious* words 
to liim, assumed a gorgeous coi)e stifl' with gold em- 
broidery, and, standing by the altar, awaited the 
arrival of the other assistants at the ceremony. 
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The slender, youthful-looking, pensive lady of the 
castle, in her wonted mourning dress, was courteously 
handed to her son's bedside by the Emperor. He 
was in his plain buff leathern hunting garb, unoma- 
mented, save by the rich clasp of his sword-belt and 
his gold chain, and his head was only covered by the 
long silken locks of fair hair that hung round his 
shoulders ; but, now that his large keen dark blue 
eyes were gravely restrained, and his eager face com- 
posed, his countenance was so majestic, his bearing 
so lofty, that not all his crowns could have better 
marked his dignity. • 

Behind him came a sunburnt, hardy man, wearing 
the white mantle and black fleur-de-lis-pointed cross 
of the Teutonic Order. A thrill passed through 
Ebbo's veins as he beheld the man who to him repre- 
sented the murderer of his brother and both his 
grandfathers, the cruel oppressor of his father, and 
the perpetrator of many a more remote, but equally 
unforgotten, injury. And in like manner Sir Dank- 
wart beheld the actual slayer of his father, and the 
heir of a long score of deadly retribution. No 
wonder then that, while the Emperor spoke a few 
words of salutation and inquiry, gracious though not 
familiar, the two foes scanned one another with a 
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shiver of mutual repulsion, and a sense that they 
would Cain have fought it out as in the good old 
times. 

However, Ebbo only beheld a somewhat dull, 
heavy, honest-looking visage of about thirty years 
old, good nature written in all its flat German 
features, and a sort of puzzled wonder in the wide 
light eyes that stared fixedly at him, no doubt in 
amazement that the mighty huge-limbed Wolfgang 
could have been actually slain by the delicately- 
framed youth, now more colourless than ever in con- 
sequence of the moming^s fast. Schlciermacher was 
also jiresent, and the chief followers on either hand 
liad come into the lower part of the room — Ilatto, 
Heinz, and Kop|>el, looking far from contented ; 
some of the £m|>eror's suite ; and a few attendants 
of Sclilaugenwald, like hiuLself connected with the 
Teutonic Order. 

The EmjKJror sj^oke: "We have brought you 
together, Herr Graff von Schlangenwald, and Herr 
Freilierr von Adlerstein, because ye have given us 
reason to believe you willing to lay aside the remem- 
brance of the foul and deadly strifes of your fore- 
fathers, and to live as good Christians in Mendshij) 
and brotherhood/' 
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" Sire, it is tnie," said Schlangenwald ; and " It is 
true," said Ebbo. 

" That is well," replied Maximilian. " Nor can 
our reign better begin than by the closing of a breach 
that has cost the land some of its bravest sons. 
Dankwart von Schlangenwald, art thou willing to 
pardon the heir of Adlerstein for having slain thy 
father in free and honourable combat, as well as, 
doubtless, for other deeds of his ancestors, more than 
I know or can specify ? " 

" Yea, truly ; I pardon him, my liege, as befits my 
vow." 

"And thou, Eberhard von Adlerstein, dost thou 
put from thee vengeance for thy twin brother's death, 
and all the other wrongs that thine house has 
suffered 1 " 

" I put revenge from me for ever," 

" Ye agree, further, then, instead of striving as to 
your rights to the piece of meadow called the Debate- 
able Strand, and to the wrecks of burthens there cast 
up by the stream, ye will unite with the citizens of 
Ulm in building a bridge over the Braunwasser, 
where, your mutual portions thereof being decided 
by the Swabian League, toU may be taken from all 
vehicles and beasts passing thereover ? " 



182 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

*' We agree," said both knights. 

" And I, also, on tehalf of the two guilds of Ulm," 
added Moritz Schleiermacher. 

'' Likewise," continued the Emperor, " for avoidance 
of debate, and to consecrate the spot that has caused 
so much contention, ye will jointly erect a church, 
where may be buried both the relatives who fell in the 
late unliappy skirmish, and where ye will endow a 
perpetual mass for their souls, and tliose of others of 
your two races." 

"Thereto I willingly agree," said the Teutonic 
knight. 

But to Ebbo it was a shock that the pure, gentle 
Friedmund should thus be classed with his trea- 
cherous assassin; and he had almost declared that 
it would be sacrilege, when he received from the 
Emperor a look of stern, surprised command, which 
reminded him that concession must not be aU on one 
side, and that he could not do Friedel a greater 
wrong than to make him a cause of strife. So, 
though they half choked him, he contrived to utter 
the words, " I consent." 

" And in token of amity I here tear up and bum 
all the feud briefs of Adlerstein," said Schlangenwald, 
producing from his pouch a collection of hostile 
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literature, beginning from a crumpled strip of yellow 
parchment, and ending with a coarse paper missive 
in the clerkly hand of burgher-bred Hugh Sorel, and 
bearing the crooked signatures of the last two Eber« 
hards of Adlerstein — all with great seals of the eagle 
shield appended to them. A similar collection— 
which, with one or two other family defiances, and 
the letters of investiture recently obtained at Ulm, 
formed the whole archives of Adlerstein — had been 
prepared within Ebbo*s reach ; and each of the two, 
taking up a dagger, made extensive gashes in these 
documents, and then — with no mercy to the future 
antiquaries, who would have gloated over them — the 
whole were hurled into the flames on the hearth, 
where the odour they emitted, if not grateful to the 
physical sense, should have been highly agreeable to 
the moral. 

" Then, holy Father Abbot," said Maximilian, " let 
us ratify this happy and Christian reconciliation by 
the blessed sacrifice of peace, over which these two 
faithful knights shall unite in swearing goodwill and 
brotherhood." 

Such solemn reconciliations were frequent, but, 
alas! were too often a mockery. Here, however, 
both parties were men who felt the awe of the pro* 
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mise made before the Pardon-winner of all mankind. 
Ebbo, bred up by his mother in the true life of the 
Church, and comparatively apart from practical 
i^perstitions, felt the import to the depths of his 
iimiost soul, with a force heightened by his bodily 
atate of nervous impressibility ; and his wan, wasted 
features and dark shining eyes had a strange spiritual 
beam, '* half passion and half awe," as he followed 
the words of imiversal forgiveness and lofty praise 
that he had heard last in his anguished trance, when 
his brother lay dying beside him, and leaving him 
behind. He knew now that it was for this. 

His deep repressed ardour and excitement were no 
small contrast to the sober, matter-of-fact demeanour 
of the Teutonic knight, who comported himself with 
^he mechanical decorum of an ecclesiastic, but quite 
as one who meant to keep his word. Maximilian 
served the mass in his royal character as sub-deacon. 
He was fond of so doing, either from humility, or 
love of incongruity, or both. No one, however, com- 
municated except the clergy and the parties con- 
cerned — ^Dankwart first, as being monk as well as 
knight, then Eberhard and his mother; and then 
followed, interposed into the rite, the oath of pardon, 
friendship, and brotherhood administered by the 



THE DOVE IN THE EAGLES NEST. 185 

abbot, and followed by tlie solemn kiss of peace. 
There was now no recoil ; Eberhard raised himself to 
meet the lips of his foe, and his heart went with the. 
embrace. Nay, his inward ear dwelt on Friedmnnd's 
song mingling with the concluding chants of praise. 

The service ended, it was part of the pledge of 
amity that the reconciled enemies should break their 
fast together, and a collation of white bread and 
wine was provided for the purpose. The Emperor 
tried to promote free and friendly talk between the 
two adversaries, but not with great success ; for 
Dankwart, though honest and sincere, seenred ex- 
tremely dull He appeared to have few ideas beyond 
his Prussian commandeiy and its routine discipline, 
and to be lost in a castle where all was at his sole 
will and disposal, and he caught eagerly at all pro- 
posals made to him as if they were new lights. As, 
for instance, that some impartial arbitrator should be 
demanded from the Swabian League to define the 
boundary; and that next Eogationtide the two 
knights should ride or climb it in company, while 
meantime the serfs should be strictly charged not to 
trespass, and any transgressor should be immediately 
escoited to his own lord. 

" But," quoth Sir Dankwart, in a most serious tone, 
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" I am told that a she-bear wons in a den on yonder 
crag, between the pass you call the Gemsbock's and 
the Schlangenwald valley. They told me the right 
in it had never been decided, and I have not been up 
myself. To say truth, I have lived so long in the 
sand plains as to have lost my mountain legs, and I 
hesitated to see if a hunter could mount thither for 
fear of fresh offence; but, if she bide there till 
Eogationtide, it will be ill for the lambs." 

« Is that all ? " cried Maximilian. '' Then wiU I, 
a neutral, kill your bear for you, gentlemen, so that 
neither need transgress this new crag of debate. Til 
go down and look at your bear spears, friend Ebbo, 
and be ready so soon as Kasimir has done with his 
bridal'' 

" That crag ! " cried Ebbo. " Little good will it do 
either of us. Sire, it is a mere wall of sloping rock, 
slippery as ice, and with only a stone or matting of 
ivy here and there to serve as foothold." 

"Where bear can go, man can go," replied the 
Kaisar. 

"Oh, yes! We have been there, craving your 
pardon, Herr Graf," said Ebbo, " after a dead chamois 
that rolled into a cleft, but it is the worst crag on all 
the hill, and the frost will make it slippery. Sire, 
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if you do venture it, I conjure you to take Koppel, 
and climb by the rocks from the left, not the right, 
which looks easiest. The yellow rock, with a face 
like a man's, is the safer; but ach, it is fearful for 
one who knows not the rocks." 

" If I know not the rocks, all true German rocks 
know me," smiled Maximilian, to whom the danger 
seemed to be such a stimulus that he began to 
propose the bear-hunt immediately, as an interlude 
while waiting for the bride. 

However, at that moment, half-a-dozen horsemen 
were seen coming up from the ford, by the nearer 
path, and a forerunner arrived with the tidings that 
the Baron of Adlerstein Wildschloss was close behind 
with the little Baroness Thekla. 

Half the moonlight night had Sir Kasimir and his 
escort ridden ; and, after a brief sleep at the nearest 
inn outside Ulm, he had entered in early morning, 
demanded admittance at the convent, made short 
work with the Abbess Ludmilla's arguments, claimed 
his daughter, and, placing her on a cushion before 
him on his saddle, had borne her away, telling her of 
freedom, of the kind lady, and the young knight who 
had dazzled her childish fajicy. 

Christina went down to receive her. There was 
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no time to lose^ for the huntsman Kaisar was bent 
on the slaughter of his bear before dark, and, if he 
were to be witness of the wedding, it mnst be imme- 
diate. He was in a state of much impatience, which 
he begniled hj teasing bis friend Wildschloss by re- 
minding him how often he himself had been betrothed, 
and had managed to slip his neck out of the noose. 
" And, if my Margot be not soon back on my hands, 
I shall give the French credit," he said, tossing 
his bear-spear in the air, and catching it again. 
''Why, this bride is as long of bnsking her as if she 
were a beauty of seventeen ! I must be off to my 
Lady Bearess/' 

Thus nothing could be done to prepare the little 
maiden but to divest her of her muiSings, and comb 
out her flaxen hair, crowning it with a wreath which 
Christina had already woven from the myrtle of her 
own girlhood, scarcely waiting to answer the be- 
wildered queries and entreaties save by caresses and 
admonitions to her to be very good. 

Poor little thing ! She was tired, frightened, and 
confused ; and, when she had been brought upstairs, 
nhe answered the half smiling, half shy greeting of 
her bridegroom with a shudder of alarm, and the 
exclamation, '^ Where is the beautiful young knight ? 
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That^s a lady going to take the veil lying under 
the pall." 

" You look rather like a little nun yourself/* said 
Ebbo, for she wore a little conventual dress, " but we 
must take each other for such as we are ; " and, as 
she hid her face and clung to his mother, he added 
in a more cheerful, coaxing tone, " You once said you 
would be my wife." 

"Ah, but then there were two of you, and you 
were all shining bright." 

Before she could be answered, the impatient 
Emperor returned, and brought with him the abbot, 
who proceeded to find the place in his book, and to 
ask the bridegroom for the rings. Ebbo looked at 
Sir Kasimir, who owned that he should have brought 
them from Ulm, but that he had forgotten. 

" Jewels are not plenty with us," said Ebbo with a 
glow of amusement and confusion dawning on his 
cheek, such as reassured the little maid that she 
beheld one of the two beautiful young knights. 
" Must we borrow ? " 

Christina looked at the ring she had first seeir 
lying on her own Eberhard*s palm, and felt as if to 
let it be used would sever the renewed hope she 
scarcely yet durst entertain ; and at the same moment 
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Maximilian glanced at his own fingers^ and muttered, 
** None but this ! Unlucky !" For it was the very 
diamond which Mary of Burgundy had sent to assure 
him of her faiths and summon him to her aid after 
her father's death. Sir Elasimir had not retained the 
pledge of his own ill-omened wedlock; but, in tho 
midst of the dilemma, the Emperor, producing his 
dagger, 'began to detach some of the massive gold 
links of the chain that supported his hunting-horn. 
'^ There," said he, " the little elf of a bride can get 
her finger into this lesser one ; and you — ^verily this 
largest will fit, and the goldsmith can beat it out 
when needed. So o;i with you in St. Hubert's name, 
Father Abbot ! " 

Slender-boned and thin as was Ebbo's hand, it 
was a very tight fit, but the purpose was served. 
The service commenced; and fortunately, thanks to 
Thekla's conventual education, she was awed into 
silence and decorum by the sound of Latin and the 
sight of an abbot. It was a strange marriage, if only 
in the contrast between the pale, expressive face and 
sad, dark eyes of the prostrate youth, and the fright- 
ened, bewildered little girl, standing upon a stool to 
reach up to him, with her blue eyes stretched with 
wonder, and her cheeks flushed and pouting with 
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unshed tears, her rosy plump hand enclosed in the 
long white wasted one that was thus for ever united 
to it by the broken fragments of Kaisar Max's chain. 

The rite over, two attestations of the marriage of 
Eberhard, Freiherr von Adlerstein, and Thekla, Frei- 
herrinn von Adlerstein Wildschloss and Felsenbach, 
were drawn up and signed by the abbot, the Em- 
peror, Count Dankwart, and the father and mother of 
the two contracting parties ; one to be committed to 
the care of the abbot, the other to be preserved by 
the house of Adlerstein. 

Then the Emperor, as the concluding grace of the 
ceremonial, bent to kiss the bride ; but, tired, terrified, 
and cross, Thekla, as if quite relieved to have some 
object for her resentment, retui'ued his attempt with 
a vehement buffet, struck with all the force of her 
small arm, crying out, " Go away with you ! I know 
I've never married you ! " 

" The better for my eyes ! " said the good-natured 
Emperor, laughing heartily. "My Lady Bearess is 
like to prove the more courteous bride ! Fare thee 
well. Sir Bridegroom," he added, stooping over Ebbo, 
and kissing his brow ; " Heaven give thee joy of this 
day's work, and of thy faithful little fury. I'll send 
her the bearskin as her meetest wedding-gift." 
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And the next tliat was heard from the Kai«ar was 
the arrival of a parcel of Italian books for the Frei- 
herr Eberhard, and for the little Freiheriiiin a large 
bundle, which proved to contain a softly-dressed 
bearskin, with the head on, the eyes being made of 
rubies, a gold muzzle and chain on the nose, and the 
claws tipped with gold. The Emi)eror had made a 
point that it should be conveyed to the castle, snow 
or no snow, for a yule gift. 
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CHAPTER XL 

OLD IRON AND NEW STEEL. 

Tjie clear sunshine of early summer was becoming 
low on tlie hill sides. Sparkling and dimpling, the 
clear amber-coloured stream of the Braunwasser rip- 
pled along its stony bed, winding in and out among 
the rocks so humbly that it seemed to be mocked by 
the wide span of the arch that crossed it in all the 
might of massive bulwarks, and dignified masonry of 
huge stones. 

Some way above, a clearing of the wood below the 
mountain showed huts, and labourers apparently con- 
structing a mill so as to take advantage of the leap 
of the water from the height above ; and, on the left 
bunk, an enclosure was traced out, within which wei'e 
rising the walls of a small church, while the noise of 
the mallet and chisel echoed back from the mountain 
side, and masons, white with stone-dust, swarmed 
around. 
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AcToea the bridge came a pilgrim, marked out as 
such by hat, wallet, and long staff, on which he leant 
heavily, stumbling along as if both halting and foot- 
sore, and bending as one bowed down by past toil 
and present fatigue. Pausing in the centre, he gazed 
round with a strange disconcerted air, — at the castle 
on the terraced hill-side, looking down with bright 
eyes of glass glittering in the sunshine, and lighting 
up even that grim old pile ; at the banner hanging so 
lazily that the tinctures and bearings were hidden in 
the folds ; then at the crags, rosy purple in evening 
glow, rising in broad step above step up to the Bed 
Eyrie, bathed in sunset majesty of dark crimson; 
and above it the sweep of the descending eagle, dis- 
cernible for a moment in the pearly light of the sky. 
The pilgrim's eye lighted up as he watched it ; but 
then, looking down at bridge, and church, and trodden 
wheel-tracked path, he frowned with perplexity, and 
each painful step grew heavier and more imcertain. 

Near the opposite side of the enclosure there waited 
a tall, rugged-looking, elderly man with two horses — 
one an aged mare, mane, taO, and all of the snowiest 
silvery white ; the other a little shaggy dark moun- 
tain pony, with a pad-saddle. And close to the bank 
of the stream might be seen its owner, a little girl of 
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some seven yeaxs^ whose tight round lace cap had 
slipped back, as well as her blue silk hood, and 
exposed a profusion of loose flaxen hair, and a plump, 
innocent face, intent upon some private little bit of 
bunding of her own with some pebbles horn the 
brook, and some mortar filched from the operations 
above, to the great detriment of her soft pinky- 
fingers. 

The pilgrim looked at her unperceived, and for a 
moment was about to address her; but then, with 
a strange air of repulsion, dragged himseK on to the 
porch of the rising church, where, seated on a block 
of stone, he could look into the interior. All was 
imfinished, but the portion which had made the most 
progress was a chantry-chapel opposite to the porch, 
and containing what were evidently designed to be 
two monuments. One was merely blocked out, but 
it showed the outline of a warrior, bearing a shield 
on which a coiled serpent was rudely sketched in red 
chalk. The other, in a much more forward state, was 
actually under the hands of the sculptor, and repre- 
sented a slender youth, almost a boy, though in the 
full armour of .a knight, his hands clasped on his 
breast over a lute, an eagle on his shield, an eagle- 
crest on his helmet, and, under the arcade sup- 
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porting the altar-tomb, shielcU alternately of eagles 
and doves. 

But the strangest thing was that this young knight 
seeme^l to be sitting for his own effigy. The ver}- 
same face, under the very same helmet, only with 
the varied, warm hues of life, instead of in cold white 
marble, was to be seen on the shoulders of a young 
man in a grey cloth dress, with a black scarf passing 
from shoulder to waist, crossed by a sword-belt The 
hair was hidden by the helmet, whose raised visor 
showed keen, finely-cut features, and a pair of dark 
brown eyes, of somewhat grave and sad expression. 

" Have a care, Lucas," he presently said ; " I fear 
me you are chiselling away too muck It must be a 
softer, more rounded face than mine has become ; 
and, above all, let it not catch any saddened look. 
Keep that air of solemn waiting in glad hope, as 
though he saw the dawn through his closed eyelids, 
and were about to take up his song again ! " 

" Verily, Herr Freiherr, now the likeness is so far 
forward, the actual sight of you may lead me to mar 
it rather than mend.'' 

'' So is it well that this should be* the last sitting. 
1 am to set forth for Genoa in another week. If 1 
cannot get letters from the Kaisar, I shall go in search 
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of him, that he may see that, my lameness is no more 
an impediment." 

The pilgrim passed his hand over his face, as though 
to dissipate a bewildering dream ; and just then the 
little girl, all flushed and dabbled, flew rushiDgup 
rom the stream, but came to a sudden standstill at 
sight of the stranger, who at length addressed her. 
« Little lady," he said, " is this the Debateable Ford ? " 

" No ; now it is the Friendly Bridge," said the child. 

The pilgrim started, as with a pang of recollection. 
*' And what is yonder castle ? " he further asked. 

" Schloss Adlerstein," she said, proudly. 

" And you are the little lady of Adlerstein Wild- 
schloss ? " 

** Yes," again she answered ; and then, gathering 
courage — " You are a holy pilgrim ! Come up to the 
castle for supper and rest." And then, springing past 
him, she flew up to the knight, crying, *' Herr Freiherr, 
here is a holy pilgrim, weary and hungry. Let us 
take him home to the mother." 

" Did he take thee for a wild elf ? " said the young 
man, with an elder-brotherly endeavour to right the 
little cap that had slidden under the chin, and to push 
back the unmanageable wealth of hair under it, ere 
he rose ; and he came forward and spoke with kind 
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ecforteey, as he observiad the wanderers worn air 
and feeble step. " Dost need a nighfs lodging, holy 
pahner? My mother will make thee wehxnne, if thon 
canst dimb as high as the castle yonder.^ 

The pilgrim made an obdsance, but, instead of 
answering, demanded hastily, '^See I yonder the 
bearing of Schlangenwald ? " 

'^ Even so. Schloss Schlangenwald is about a league 
further on, and thou wilt find a kind reception there, 
if thither thou art benf 

"Is that Graff Wolfeangfs tomb?" stifl eagerly 
pursued the pilgrim; and receiving a sign in the 
affirmative, ''What was his end ?" 

** He fell in a skirmislL'' 

" By whose hand ? " 

*" By mine." 

^ Ha !" and the pilgrim surveyed him with imdis- 
guised astonishment; then, without another word, 
took up his staff and limped out of the building, but 
not on the road to Schlangenwald. It was nearly a 
quarter of an hour afterwards that he was overtaken 
by the young knight and the little lady on their 
horses, just where the new road to the castle parted 
&om the old way by the Eagle's Ladder. The knight 
feined up as he saw the poor man'i^ slow, painftQ 
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steps, and said, " So thou art not bound for Schlan- 
genwald?" 

"I would to the village, so please you — ^to the 
shrine of the Blessed Friedmund." 

" Nay, at this rate thou wilt not be there till mid- 
night," said the young knight, springing off his horse ; 
" thou canst never brook our sharp stones ! See, 
Thekla, do thou ride on with Heinz to tell the mother 
T am bringing her a holy pilgrim to tend. And thou, 
good man, mount my old grey. Fear not; she is 
steady and sure-footed, and hath of late, been used to 
a lame rider. Ah ! that is well. Thou hast been in 
the saddle before.'* 

To go afoot for the sake of giving a lift to a holy 
wayfarer was one of the most esteemed acts of piety 
of the Middle Age, so that no one diirst object to it, 
and the palmer did no more than utter a suppressed 
murmur of acknowledgment as he seated himseK on 
horseback, the young knight walking by his rein. 
"But what is this?" he exclaimed, almost with 
dismay. " A road to the castle up here I" 

" Yes, we find it a great convenience. Thou art 
surely from these parts ? " added the knight. . 

" I was a man-at-arms in the service of the Baron," 
was the answer, in an odd, muffled tone. 
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•^ What ! — of my grandfather ! '' was the exclama- 
tion. 

" No ! " graffly. " Of old Freiherr Eberhard. Not 
of any of the Wildschloss crew." 

** But I am not a Wildschloss ! I am grandson to 
Freiherr Eberhard ! Oh, wast thou vnth him and my 
father when they were set upon in the hostel ? " he 
cried, looking eagerly up to the pilgrim ; but the man 
kept his broad-leaved hat slouched over his face, and 
only muttered, " The son of Christina ! " the last word 
80 low that Ebbo was not eiure that he caught it, and 
the next moment the old warrior exclaimed exult- 
ingly, " And you have had vengeance on them I 
When — how — ^where ? " 

" Last harvest-tide — at the Debateable Strand," 
said Ebbo, never able to speak of the encounter 
without a weight at his heart, but drawn on by the 
earnestness of the old foe of Schlangenwald. " It 
was a meeting in full career — ^lances broken, sword- 
stroke on either hand. I was sore wounded, but my 
sword went through his collar-bone." 

" Well struck ! good stroke I " cried the pilgrim, in 
rapture. " And with that sword ? " 

" With this sword. Didst know it?" said Ebbo, 
drawing the weapon, and giving it to the old man. 
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who held it for a few moments, weighed it affec- 
tionately, and witli a long low sigh restored it, saying, 
" It is well. You and that blade have paid off the 
score. I should be content. Let me dismount. I 
know my way to the hermitage." 

" Nay, what is this ? " said Ebbo ; " thou must have 
rest and food. The hermitage is empty, scarce habit- 
able. My mother will not be baulked of the care of 
thy bleeding feet." 

" But let me go, ere I bring evil on you all. I can 
pray up there, and save my soul, but I cannot see 
it all." 

*' See what?" said Ebbo, again trying to see his 
guest's face. "There may be changes, but an old 
faithful follower of my father's must ever be wel- 
come." 

" Not when his wife has taken a new lord," growled 
the stranger, bitterly, " and he a Wildschloss ! Young 
man, I could have pardoned aught else ! " 

" I know not who you may be who talk of par- 
doning my lady-mother," said Ebbo, " but new lord 
she has neither taken nor will take. She has refused 
every offer; and, now that Schlangenwald with 
his last breath confessed that he slew not my father, 
but sold him to the Turks, I have been onlv 
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awaiting recovery from my wound to go in search 
of Mm" 

" Who, then, is yonder child, who told me she was 
WHdschloss?" 

" That child," said Ebbo, with half a smile and 
half a blush, "is my wife, the daughter of Wild- 
schloss, who prayed me to espouse her thus early, 
that so my mother might bring her up." 

By this time they had reached the castle court, 
now a well-kept, lordly-looking enclosure, where the 
pilgrim looked about him as one bewildered. He 
was so iafirm that Ebbo carefully helped him up the 
stone stairs to the hall, where he already saw his 
mother prepared for the hospitable reception of the 
palmer. Leaving him at the entrance, Ebbo crossed 
the hall to say to her ia a low voice, " This pilgrim 
is one of the old lanzknechts of my grandfather's 
time. I wonder whether you or Heinz will know 
him. One of the old sort — supremely discontented 
at change." 

" And thou hast walked up, and wearied thyself!" 
exclaimed Christina, grieved to see her son's hftlfj^ig 
step. 

" A rest will soon cure that," said Ebbo, seating 
himself as he spoke on a settle near the hall-fire; 
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but the next moment a strange wild low shriek from 
his mother made him start up and spring to her side. 
She stood with hands clasped, and wondering eyes. 
The pilgrim — his hat on the ground, his white head 
and rugged face displayed — ^was gazing as though 
devouring her with his eyes, murmuring, "Un- 
changed ! unchanged ! " 

" What is this ? " thundered the young Baron. 
" What are you doing to the lady ? " 

" Hush ! hush, Ebbo ! *' exclaimed Christina. " It 
is thy father ! On thy knees ! Thy father is come ! 
It is our son, my own lord. Oh, embrace him ! 
Kneel to him, Ebbo !'* she wildly cried. 

" Hold, mother," said Ebbo, keeping his arm round 
her, though she struggled against him, for he felt 
some doubts as he looked back at his walk with the 
stranger, and remembered Heinz's want of recogni- 
tion. " Is it certain that this is indeed my father ? " 

" Oh, Ebbo," was the cry of poor Christina, almost 
beside heiself, " how could I not be sure ? I know 
him ! I feel it ! Oh, my lord, bear with him. It 
is his wont to be so loving I Ebbo, cannot you see it 
ishimseK?" 

"The young fellow is right," said the stranger, 
slowly. " I will answer all he may demand." 
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" Forgive me," said Ebbo, abashed, *' forgive me ; * 
and, as his mother broke from him, he fell upon his 
knee ; but he only heard his father's cry, "Ah ! Stine, 
Stine, thou alone art the same/' and, looking up, saw 
her, with her face hidden in the white beard, quiver- 
ing with a rapture such as he had never seen in her 
before. It seemed long to him ere she looked up 
again in her husband's face to sob on: "My son! 
Oh ! my beautiful twins ! Our son ! see him, 
dear lord ! " And the pilgrim turned to hear Ebbo's 
" Pardon, honoured father, and your blessing." 

Almost bashfully the pilgrim laid his hand on the 
dark head, and murmured something; then said, 
" Up, then ! The slayer of Schlangenwald kneeling ^ 
Ah! Stine, I knew thy little head was wondrous 
wise, but I little thought thou wouldst breed him up 
to avenge us on old Wolfgang! So slender a la'd 
too ! Ha ! Schneiderlein, old rogue, T knew thee," 
holding out his hand. " So thou didst get home 
safe?" 

" Ay, my lord ; though, if I left you alive, never 
more will I call a man dead/* said Heinz. 
i " Worse luck for me — ^till now," said Sir Eberhard, 

whose tones, rather than his looks, carried perfect 
conviction of his identity. It was the old homely 
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accent, and grufif good-humoui-ed voice, but with 
something subdued and broken in the tone. His 
features had grown like his father's, but he looked 
much older than ever the hale old mountaineer had 
done, or than his real age ; so worn and lined was 
his face, his skin tanned, his eye-lids and temples 
puckered by burning sun, his hair and beard white 
as the mane of his old mare^ the proud Adler- 
stein port entirely gone. He stooped even more 
without his staff than with it; and, when he 
yielded himself witli a sigh of repose to his wife's 
tendance, she foimd that he had not merely the 
ordinary hurts of travelling, but that there were old 
festering scars on his ankles. " The gyves," he said, 
as she looked up at him with- startled, pitying eyes. 
" Little deemed I that they would ever come under 
thy tender hands." As he almost timidly smoothed 
the braid of dark hair on her brow — " So they never 
burnt thee for a witch after all, little one ? I thought 
my mother would never keep her hands off thee, and 
used to fancy I heard the crackling of the flame." 

"She spared me for my children's sake," said 
Christina ; " and truly Heaven has been very good 
to us, but never so much as now. My dear lord, will 
it weary thee too much to come to the castle chapel 
and invo thnnks ?" she snid, tTmidlv. 
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" With all my heart," he answered, earnestly. " I 
would go even on my knees. We were not without 
masses even in Tunis; but, when Italian and 
Spaniard would he ransomed, and there was no 
mind of the German, I little thought I should ever 
sing Brother Lambert's psalm about turning our 
captivity as rivers in the south." 

Ebbo was hovering round, supplying all that was 
needed for his father's comfort ; but his parents were 
so completely absorbed in one another that he was 
scarcely noticed, and, what perhaps pained him more, 
there was no word about Friedel. He felt this almost 
an injustice to the brother who had been foremost 
in embracing the idea of the unknown father, and 
scarcely understood how his parents shrank from 
any sorrowful thought that might break in on their 
new-found joy, nor that he himself was so strange 
and new a being in his father's eyes, that to imagine 
him doubled was hardly possible to the tardy, dulled 
capacity, which as yet seemed imable to feel anything 
but that here was home, and Christina. 

When the chapel bell rang, and the pair rose to 
offer their thanksgiving, Ebbo dutifully offered his 
support, but was absolutely unseen, so fondly was 
Sir Eberhard leaning on his wife; and her bright 
exulting smile and shake of the head gave an absolute 
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pang to the son who had hitherto been all in all to 
her. 

He followed, and, as thqy passed Friedmund's 
coffin, he thought his mother pointed to it, but even 
of this he was uncertain. The pair knelt side by 
side with hands locked together, while notes of praise 
rose from all voices; and meantime Ebbo, close to 
that coffin, strove to share the joy, and to lift up a 
heart that wovid sink in the midst of self-reproach 
for undutifulness, and woidd disUke the thought of 
the rude untaught man, holding aloof from him, 
likely to view him with distrust and jealousy, and to 
imdo all he had achieved, and farther absorbing the 
mother, the mother who was to him all the world, 
and for whose sake he had given his best years to 
the child-wife, as yet nothing to him. 

It was reversing the natural order of things that, 
after reigning from infancy, he should have to give 
up at eighteen to one of the last generation; and 
some such thought rankled in his mind when the 
whole household trooped joyfully out of the chapel 
to prepare a banquet for their old new lord, and their 
young old lord was left alone. 

Alone with the cofiBn where the armour lay upon 
the white cross, Ebbo threw himself on his knees. 
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and laid his Iiead upou it^ murmuring^ '' Ab^ J:nedel ! 
Friedel ! Would tliat we had changed places ! Thou 
wouldst brook it better. At least thou didst never 
know what it is to be lonely." 

*' Jlerr Baron ! " said a little voice. 

His first movement wai5 impatient. Thekla was 
apt to pursue liim wherever he did not want her ; 
but here he had least expected her^ for she had a 
great fear of that coffin, and could hardly be brought 
to the chapel at prayer times, wlien she generally 
occupied herself with fancies that the empty helmet 
glared at her. But now Ebbo saw her standing an 
near as she durst, with a sweet wistfulness in lier 
eyes, such as he had ncjver seen there before. 

''What is it, Tliekla?" lie said. "Aii sent to 
call me ? " 

" No ; only I saw that you stayed liere all alone," 
she said, clasping her hands. 

" Must I not be alone, cliild i " he said, bitterly. 
*' Here lies my brother. My mother has her husband 
again I " 

" But you have me ! " cried Thekla ; and, as he 
looked up between amusement and melancholy, he 
met such a loving eager little face, that he could not 
lielp holding out his arms, and letting her cling to 



k' 



THE DOVE IN THE EAGLETS NEST. 209 

him. " Indeed," she said, " 1*11 never be afraid of the 
helmet again, if only you will not lay down your 
head there, and say you axe alone." 

"Never, Thekla! while you are my little wife," 
said he ; and, child as she was, there was strange 
solace to his heart in the eyes that, once vacant 
and wondering, had now gained a look of love 
and intelligence. 

" What are you going to do ? " she said, shuddering 
a little, as he rose and laid his hand on Friedel's 
sword. 

" To make thee gird on thine own knight's sword,** 
said Ebbo, unbuckling that which he had so long 
worn. " Friedel," he added, " thou wouldst give me 
thine. Let me take up thy temper with it, thine 
open-hearted love and humility." 

He guided Thekla's happy little fingers to the 
fastening of the belt, and then, laying his hand on 
hers, said gravely, " Thekla, never speak of what I 
said just now — ^not even to the mother. Kemember 
it is thy husband's first secret." 

And feeling no longer solitary when his hand 
was in the clasp of hers, he returned to the hall, 
where his father was installed in the baronial chair, in 
which Ebbo had been at home from babyhood. His 
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mother's exclamation showed that her son had been 
wanting to her ; and she looked fuller than ever of 
bliss when Ebbo gravely stood before his father, and 
presented him with the good old sword that he had 
sent to his unborn son. 

" You are like to use it more than I, — nay, you 
have used it to some purpose," said he. " Yet must 
I keep mine old comrade at least a little while. 
Wife, son, sword, should make one feel the same man 
again, but it is all too wonderful ! " 

All that evening, and long after, his hand from 
time to time sought the hilt of his sword, as if that 
touch above all proved to him that he was again a 
free noble in his own castle. 

The story he told was thus. The swoon in which 
Heinz had left him had probably saved his life by 
checking the gush of blood, and he had known no 
more till he found himself in a rough cart among the 
corpses. At Schlangenwald's castle he had been 
foimd still breathing, and had been flung into a 
dungeon, where he lay unattended, for how long he 
never knew, since all the early part of the time was 
lost in the clouds of fever. On coarse fare and scanty 
drink, in that dark vault, he had struggled by sheer 
obstinacy of vitality into recovery. In the very 






THE DOVE IN THE BAGLE'S NEST, 211 

height of midsTimmer alone did the sun peep through 
the grating of his cell, and he had newly hailed this 
cheerful visitor when he was roughly summoned, 
placed on horseback with eyes and hands bound, and 
only allowed sight again to find himself among a 
herd of his fellow Germans in the Turkish camp. 
They were the prisoners of the terrible Turkish raid 
of 1475, when Georg von Schenk and fourteen other 
noblemen of Austria and Styria were all taken in 
one unhappy fight, and dragged away into captivity, 
with himdreds of lower rank. 

To Sir Eberhard the change had been greatly for 
the better. The Turk had treated him much better 
than the Christian ; and walking in the open air, 
chained to a German comrade, was far pleasanter 
than pining in his lonely dungeon. At Adrianople, 
an offer had been made to each of the captives, if 
they would become Moslems, of entering the Ottoman 
service as Spahis; but with one voice they had 
refused, and had then been draughted into different 
divisions. The fifteen nobles, who had been offered 
for ransom, were taken to Constantinople, to await 
its arrival, and they had promised Sir Eberhard to 
publish his fate on their return to their homes; 
and, though he knew the family resources too well to 
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have many hopes, he was rather hurt to find that 
their promise had been unfulfilled. 

"Alas! they had no opportunity," said Ebbo. 
" Gulden were scarce, or were all in KaisarFriedrich's 
great chest ; the ransoms could not be raised, and all 
died in captivity. I heard about it when I was at 
Wurms last month." 

" The boy at Wurms ? " almost gasped Sir Eberhard 
in amaze. 

" I had to be there about matters concerning the 
Wildschloss lands and the bridge," said Ebbo; "and 
both Dankwartvon Schlangenwald and I made special 
inquiries about that company in case you should have 
shared their fate. I hoped to have set forth at that 
time, but the Kaisar said I was still too lame, and 

refused me licence, or letters to the Sultan." 

« 

"You would not have found me," said his fckther, 
narrating how he with a large troop of captives had 
been driven down to the coast; where they were 
transferred to a Moorish slave dealer, who shipped 
them off for Tunis. Here, after their first taste of 
the miseries of a sea life, the alternative of Islam or 
slavery was again put before them. " And, by the 
holy stone of Nicsea," said Sir Eberhard, " I thought 
by that time that the infidels had the advantage of 
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US in goodwill and friendliness ; but, when they told 
me women had no souls at all, no more than a horse 
or dog, I knew it was but an empty dream of a 
religion ; for did I not know that my little Ermen* 
trude, and thou, Stine, had finer, clearer, wiser souls 
than ever a man I had known? 'Nay, nay,' quoth 
I, ' I'U cast in my lot where I may meet my wife, 
hereafter, should I never see her here/" He had 
then been allotted to a corsair, and had thenceforth 
been chained to the bench of rowers, between the two 
decks, where, in stifling heat and stench, in storm 
or calm, healthy or diseased, the wretched oarsmen 
were compelled to play the part of machinery in pro- 
pelling the vessel, in order to capture Christian ships^— 
making exertions to which only the perpetual lash\)f 
the galley-master could have urged their exhausted 
frames; often not desisting for twenty or thirty 
hours, and rowing still while sustenance was put 
into their mouths by their drivers. Many a man 
drew his last breath with his last sti*oke, and was at 
the first leisure moment hurled into the waves. It 
was the description that had so deeply moved Friedel 
long ago, and Christina wept over it, as she looked 
at the bowed form once so proud and free, and 
thought of the unhealed scars. But there, her 
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husband added, he had been chsdned next to a holy 
friar of German blood, like himseK a captive of the 
great Styrian raid ; and, while some blasphemed in 
their miseiy, or wUdly chid their patron samts, this 
good man strove to show that all was to work out 
good ; he had a pious saying for all that befell, and 
adored the will of God in thus purifying him ; " And, 
if it were thus with a saint like him, I thought what 
must it be with a rough freebooting godless sinner 
such as I had been? See" — and he took out a 
rosary of strung bladders of seaweed ; " that is what 
he left me when he died, and what I meant to have 
been telling for ever up in the hermitage." 

« He died, then ? " 

'* Ay — he died on the shore of Corsica, while most 
of the dogs were off harrying a village inland, and 
we had a sort of respite, or I trow he would have 
rowed till his last gasp. How he prayed for the poor 
wretches they were gone to attack ! — ay, and for all 
of us — for me also — ^There's enough of it. Such talk 
skills not now." 

It was plain that Sir Eberhard had learnt more 
Christianity in the hold of his Moorish pirate ship 
than ever in the Holy Eoman Empire, and a weight 
was lifted ofif his son's mind by finding that he had 
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vowed never to return to a life of violence, even 
though fancying a life of penance in a hermitage the 
only alternative. 

Ebbo asked if the Genoese merchant, Ser Gian 
Battista dei Battiste, had indeed been one of his 
fellow-captives. *' Ha ! — ^what ? " and on the repeti- 
tion, " Truly I knew him, Merchant Gian as we used 
to caU. him; but you twang off his name as they 
speak it in his own stately city." 

Christina smiled. " Ebbo learnt the Italian tongue 
this winter from our chaplain, who had studied at 
Bologna. He was told it would aid in his quest of 
you." 

" Tell me not ! " said the traveller, holding up his 
hands in deprecation ; " the Junker is worse than a 
priest ! And yet he killed old Wolfgang I But what 
of Gian ? Hold, — did not he, when I was with him 
at Genoa, tell me a story of being put into a dungeon 
in a mountain fortress in Germany, and released by a 
pair of young lads with eyes beaming in the sunrise, 
who vanished just as they brought him to a cloister? 
Nay, he deemed it a miracle of the saints, and hung 
up a votive picture thereof at the shrine of the holy 
Cosmo and Damian." 

" He was not so far wrong in deeming one of the 
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lads near of kin to the holy ones,** said Chmtini, 
softly. 

And Ebbo briefly narrated the adventure^ when it 
evidently appeared that his having led at least (me 
foray gave his fatlier for the first time a fellov- 
feeling for him, and a sense that he ^was one of the 
true old stock ; but, when he heard of the release, he 
growled, " So ! How would a lad have fared who so 
acted in my time ? My poor old mother ! She most 
have been changed indeed not to have scourged him 
till he had no strength to cry out." 

" He was my prisoner ! " said Ebbo, in his old 
defiant Uma ; " I had the right." 

" Ah, well ! the Junker has always been master 
here, and I never ! " said the elder knight, lookiiig 
round rather piteously ; and Ebbo, with a sudden 
movement, exclaimed, " Nay, sir, you are the only 
lord and uuviUiT, and I stand ready to be the first to 
obey you/' 

" You I A fine young book-learned scholar, abeady 
knight^^l, and with all these Wildschloss lands too!" 
said Sir Elx^rhard, gazing with a strange puzzled 
lf>ok at the delicate but spirited features of thia 
stmnge i>eri)lexing son. " Ileach hither your hand, 
boy/' 
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And as he compared the slender, shapely hand of 
such finely-textured skin with the breadth of his 
own homy giant's paw, he tossed it from him, shak- 
ing his head with a gesture as if he had no com- 
mands for such feminine-looking fingers to execute, 
and mortifying Ebbo not a little. " Ah ! " said 
Christina, apologetically, "it always grieved your 
mother that the boys would resemble me and mine. 
But, when daylight comes, Ebbo will show you that 
he has not lost the old German strength." 

" No doubt — no doubt," said Sir Eberhard, hastily, 
" since he has slain Schlangenwald ; and, if the 
former state of things be at an end, the less he takes 
after the ancient stock the better. But I am an old 
man now, Stine, though thou look'st fair and fresh as 
ever, and I do not know what to make of these 
things. White napery on the table ; glass drinking 
things ; — ^nay, were it not for thee and the Schnei- 
derlein, I should not know I was at home." 

He was led back to his narration, and it appeared 
that, after some years spent at the oar, certain bleed- 
ings from the lungs, the remains of his wound, had 
become so much more severe as to render him useless 
for naval purposes ; and, as he escaped actually dying 
during a voyage, he was allowed to lie by on coming 
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into port till he had in some degree recovered, and 
then had been set to labour at the fortifications, 
chained to another prisoner, and toiling between the 
burning sand and burning sun, but treated with less 
horrible severity than the necessities of the sea had 
occasioned on board ship, and experiencing the benefit 
of intercourse with the better class of captives, whom 
their miserable fate had thrown into the hands of 
the Moors. 

It was a favourite almsdeed among the Proven§als, 
Spaniards, and Italians to send money for the re- 
demption of prisoners to the Moors, and there was a 
regular agency for ransoms through the Jews ; but 
German captives were such an exception that no one 
thought of them, and many a time had the summons 
come for such and such a slave by name, or for five 
poor Sicilians, twenty Genoese, a dozen MarseQlais, 
or the like, but still no word for the Swabian ; till he 
had made up his mind that he should either leave his 
bones in the hot mud of the harbour, or be only set 
free by some gallant descent either of the brave 
King of Portugal, or of the Knights of Ehodes, of 
whom the captives were ever dreaming and whisper- 

At length his own slave name was shouted ; he 
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was called up by the captain of his gang, and, while 
expecting some fresh punishment, or, may be, to find 
himself sold into some domestic form of slavery, he 
was set before a Jewish agent, who after examining 
him on his name, country, and station, and com- 
paring his answers with a paper of instructions, 
informed him that he was ransomed, caused his 
fetters to be struck off, and shipped him off at 
once for Gtenoa, with orders to the captain to con- 
sign him to the merchant Signer dei Battiste. By 
him Sir Eberhard had been received with the warmest 
hospitality, and treated as befitted his original station, 
but Battista disclaimed the merit of having ransomed 
him. He had but acted, he said, as the agent of an 
Austrian gentleman, from whom he had received 
orders to inquire after the Swabian baron who had 
been his fellow-captive, and, if he were still living, 
to pay his ransom, and bring him home. 

" The name — the name ! " eagerly asked Ebbo and 
his mother at once. 

" The name ? Gian was wont to make bad work 
of our honest German names, but I tried to learn 
this — being so beholden to him. I even caused it to 
be spelt over to me, but my letters long ago went 
from me. It seems to me that the man is a knight- 
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errant, like those of thy ballads, Stine — one Hitter 
Theur— Theur— " 

" Theurdank ! " cried Ebbo. 

'* Ay, Theurdank. What, you know him ? There 
is nothing you and your mother don't know, I 
believe." 

"Know him! Father, he is our greatest and 
nol)le8t I He has been kind to me beyond descrip- 
tion. He is the Kaisar! Now I see why he had 
that strange arch look which so vexed me when he 
forbade me on my allegiance to set forth till my lame- 
ness should be gone ! Long ago had he asked me all 
aV>out Gian Battista. To him he must have written.** 

" The Kaisar ! " said Su- Eberhard. " Nay, the 
poor fellows I left in Turkey ever said he was too 
close of fist for them to have hope from him." 

" Oh ! that was old Kaisar Friedrich. This is our 
own gallant Maximilian — a knight as tme and brave 
as ever was paladin," said Christina; "and most 
truly loving and prizing our Ebbo." 

" And yet I wish— I wish," said Ebbo, " that he 
liad let me win my father's liberty for myself." 

" Yea, well," said his father, " there spoke the 
Adlerstein. We never were wont to be beholden to 
king or kaisar." 
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" Nay," say Ebbo, after a moment's recollection, 
colouring as he spoke ; " it is true that I deserved it 
not. Nay, Sir Father, it is well. You owe your 
freedom in very truth to the son you have not 
known. It was he who treasured up the thought 
of the captive German described by the merchant, 
and even dreamt of it, while never doubting of your 
death ; it was he who caught up Schlangenwald's 
first hint that you lived, while I, in my pride, passed 
it by as merely meant to perplex me ; it was he who 
had formed an absolute purpose of obtaining some 
certainty ; and at last, when my impetuosity had 
brought on the fatal battle, it was he who bought 
with his own life the avowal of your captivity. I 
had hoped to have fulfilled Friedel's trust, and to 
have redeemed my own backwardness ; but it is not 
to be. While I was yet lying helpless on my bed, 
the Emperor has taken it out of my power. Mother, 
you receive him from Frieders hands, after alL" 

" And well am I thankful that so it should be," 
said Christina. " Ah, Ebbo ! sorely should I have 
pined with anxiety when thou wast gone. And thy 
father knows that thou hadst the full purposa" 

" Yea, I know it," said the old man ; " and, after 
all, small blame to him even if he had not. He 
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never saw me, and light grieves the heart for what 
the eye hath not seen." 

"But," added the wife, "since the Eomish king 
freed you, dear lord, cared he not better for your 
journey than to let you come in this forlorn plight ? *' 

This, it appeared, was far from being his deliverer's 
fault. Money had been supplied, and Sir Eberhard 
had travelled as far as Aosta with a party of Italian 
merchants ; but no sooner had he parted with them 
than he was completely astray. His whole experience 
of life had been as a robber baron or as a slave, and 
he knew not how to take care of himseF as a peace- 
ful traveller; he suffered fresh extortions at every 
stage, and after a few days was plundered by his 
guides, beaten, and left devoid of all means of con- 
tinuing the journey to which he could hardly hope 
for a cheerful end. He did not expect to find his 
mother living, — far less that his unowned wife could 
have survived the perils in which he had involved 
her ; and he believed that his ancestral home would, 
if not a ruin, be held by his foes, or at best by the 
rival branch of the family, whose welcome of the 
outlawed heir would probably be to a dungeon, if not 
a halter. Yet the only magnet on earth for the lonely 
wandered was his native mountain, where from some 
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Old peasant he might leain how his fair young bride 
had perished, and perhaps the sins of his youth 
might be expiated by continual prayer in the her- 
mitage chapel where his sister lay buried, and whence 
he could see the crags for which his eye and heart 
had craved so long with the home-sickness of a 
mountaineer. 

And now, when his own Christina had welcomed 
him with aU. the overflow of her loving heart, un- 
changed save that hers had become a tenderer yet 
more dignified loveliness; when his gallant son, in 
all the bloom of young manhood, received him with 
dutiful submission; when the castle, in a state of 
defence, prosperity, and comfort, of which he had 
never dreamt, was again his own ; — still the old man 
was bewildered, and sometimes oppressed almost to 
distress. He had, as it were, fallen asleep in one age 
of the world, and wakened in another, and it seemed 
as if he really wished to defer his wakening, or else 
that repose was an absolute novelty to him ; for he 
sat dozing in his chair in the sun the whole of the? 
next day, and scarcely spoke. 

Ebbo, who felt it a necessity to come to an under- 
standing of the terms on which they were to stand, 
tried to refer matters to him, and to explain the past, 



224 THE DOVE IX THE £AGLE*S NEST. 

but he was met sometitnes by a shake of the head, 
sometimes by a nod — not of assent, but of sleep ; 
and his mother advised him not to harass the 
wearied traveller, but to leave him to himself at least 
for that day, and l(;t him take his own time for 
exertion, letting things meantime go on as usual. 
Ebbo obeyed, but with a load at his heart, as he felt 
that all he was doing was l)ut provisional, and that 
it would be his duty to resign all that ho had planned, 
and partly executed, t6 this incompetent, ignorant 
rula lie could certainly, when not serving the 
Emperor, go and act for himself at Thekla's dower 
castle of Felsenbach, and his mother might save 
things from going to utter ruin at Adlerstein ; but 
no reflection or self-reproach could make it otherwise 
than a bitter pill to any Telemachus to have to resign 
to one HO unlike Ulysses in all but the length of his 
wanderings, — one, also, who seemed cmly half to like, 
and not at all to comprehend, his Telemachus. 

Meantime Ebbo attended to such matters as were 
sure to come each day before the Herr Freilierr. 
Now it was a question whether the stone for the mill 
should be quarried where it would undermine a bit 
of grass land, or further on, where the road was 
rougher ; now Berend's swine had got into Barthel's 
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rye, and Barthel had severely hurt one of them — ^the 
Herr Preiherr*s interference could alone prevent a 
hopeless quarrel ; now a Waggon with ironwork for 
the mill claimed exemption from toll as being for the 
Baron : and he must send down the toll, to obviate 
injustice towards Schlangenwald and Ulm. Old 
Ulrich's grandson, who had run away for a lanz- 
knecht, had sent a letter home (written by a comrade) : 
the Baron must read and answer it. Steinmark's son 
wanted to be a poor student : the Herr Freiherr must 
write him a letter of recommendation. Mother 
Grethers ewe had fallen into a cleft ; her son came 
to borrow a rope, and ask aid, and the Baron must 
superintend the hoisting the poor beast up again. • 
Hans had found the track of a wolf, and knew the 
hole where a litter of cubs abode : the Freiherr, his 
wolf-hound, and his spear were wanted for their 
destruction. Dietrich could not tell how to manage 
his new arquebus : the Baron must teach him to take 
aim. Then there was a letter from Ulm to invite the 
Baron to consult on the tax demanded by the Emperor 
for his Italian war, and how far it should concern the 
profits of the bridge ; and another letter from the 
Markgraf of Wurtemburg, as chief of the^Swabian 
League, requesting the Lord of Adlerstcin to be on 
; VOL. n. ' Q 
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the look-out for a band of robbers, who were reported 
to be in neighbouring hills, after being hunted out of 
some of their other lurking places. 

That very night, or rather nearly at the dawn ot 
a summer morning, there was a yelling below the 
castle, and a flashing of torches, and tidings rang 
through it that a boor on the outskirts of the moun- 
tain liad had his ricks fired and his cattle driven by 
the robbers, and his yoimg daughters carried off. 
Old SirEberhard hobbled down to the hall in time to 
see weapons flashing as they were dealt out, to 
hear a clear decided voice giving orders, to listen to 
the tramp of horse, and watch more reitem pass 
' out under the gateway than ever the castle had 
counted in his father's time. Then he went back to 
his bed, and when he came down in the morning 
found all the womankind of the castle roasting and 
boiling. And, at noon, little Thekla came rushing 
down from the watch-tower with news that all were 
corning home up the Eagle's Steps, and she was sure 
her baron had seen her, and waved to her. Soon 
after, Aer baron in his glittering steel rode his cream- 
coloured charger (once Friedel's) into the castle court, 
followed fey his exultant merrymen. They had over- 
taken the thieves in good time, made them captives. 
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and recovered the spoil unhurt ; and Heinz and 
Koppel made the castle ring with the deed of their 
young lord, who had forced the huge leader of the 
band to the earth, and kept him down by main 
strength ,till they could come to bind him. 

" By main strength ? " slowly asked Sir Eberhard, 
who had been stirred into excitement. 

"He was a loose-limbed, awkward fellow," said 
Ebbo, '*less strong than he looked." 

" Not only that, Sir," said Heinz, looking from his 
old master to his young one ; " but old iron is not a 
whit stronger than new steel, though the one looks fuU 
of might, and you would think the other but a toy." 

" And what have you done with the rogues' heads 1" 
asked the old knight. " I looked to see them on your 
spears. Or have you hung them ? " 

15 Not so. Sir," said Ebbo» " I sent the men off to 
Stuttgard with an escort. I dislike doing execution 
ourselves; it makes the men so lawless. Besides, 
this farmer was Schlangenwalder." 

" And yet he came to you for redress ? " . 

"Yes, for Sir Dankwart is at his commandery, and 
he and I agreed to look after each other's lands." 

Sir Eberhard retired to his chair as if all had -gone 
past his understanding, and thence he looked ^on 

Q2 
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while his son and wife hospitably regaled, and then 
dismissed, their auxiliaries in the rescue. 

Afterwards Christina told her son that she thought 
his father was rested, and would be better able to 
attend to him, and Ebbo, with a painful swelling in 
his heart, approached him deferentially, with a request 
that he would say what was his pleasure with regard 
. to the Emperor, to whom acknowledgments must in 
the first place be made for his release, and next 
would arise the whole question of homage and in- 
vestiture. 

"Look you here, fair son," said Sir Eberhard, 
rousing himself, " these things are all past me. I'll 
iiave none of them. You and your Kaisar under- 
stand one another, and your homage is paid. It 
boots not changing all for an old fellow that is but 
come home to die." 

"Nay, father, it is in the order of things that 
you should be lord here." 

" I never was lord here, and, what is more, I would 
not, and could not be. Son, I marked you yesterday. 
You axe master as never was my poor father, with all 
the bawling and blows that used to rule the house, 
while these fellows mind you at a word, in a voice as 
quiet as your mother's. Besides, what should I do 
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with all these mills and bridges of yours, and Diets, 
and Leagues, and councils enough to addle a man's 
brain ? No, no ; I could once slay a bear, or strike 
a fair stroke at a Schlangenwalder, but even they got 
the better of me, and I am good for nothing now but 
to save my soul. I had thought to do it as a hermit 
up there ; but my little Christina thinks the saints 
will be just as well pleased if I tell my beads here, 
with her to help me, and I know that way I shall 
not make so many mistakes. So, young Sir, if you 
can give the old man a corner of the hearth while he 
lives, he wiU never interfere with you. And, maybe, 
if the castle were in jeopardy in your absence, with 
that new-fangled road up to it, he could teU the 
fellows how to hold it out." 

" Sir — dear father," cried the ardeut Ebbo, " this is 
not a fit state of things. I wiU spare you all trouble 
and care ; only make me not undutiful ; take your 
own place. Mother, convince him !" 

'* No, my son," said Sir Eberhard ; " your mother 
sees what is best for me. I only want to be left to 
her to rest a little while, and repent of my sinful 
life. As Heinz says, the rusty old iron must lie by 
while the new steel, does the work. It is quiet that 
I need. It is joy enough for me to see what she has 
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made you, and all around. Ah ! Stine, my white 
dove, I knew thine was a wise head ; but when. I 
left thee, gentle little frightened, fluttering thing, how 
little could I have thought that, aU alone, unaided, 
thou wouldst have kept that little head above water, 
and made thy son work out all these changes — ^thy 
doing — and so I know they are good and seemly. 
I see thou hast made him clerkly, quick-witted, and 
yet a good knight. Ah ! thou didst teU me oft that, 
our lonely pride was not high nor worthy fame. 
Stine, how didst do it ? " 

'* I did it not, dear husband ; God did it for me. 
He gave the boys the loving, true tempers that 
worked out the rest ! He shielded them and me in 
our days of peril." 

" Yes, father," added Ebbo, " Providence guarded 
us ; but, above all, our chief blessing has been the 
mother who has made one of us a holy saint, and 
taught the other to seek after him! Father, I am 
glad you see how great has been the work of the 
Dove you brought to the Eagle's Nest." 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

THE STAR AND THE SPARK. 

The year 1531 has begun, and Schloss Adlerstein • 
remains in its strength on the mountain side, but 
with a look of cultivation on its environs such as 
would have amazed Kunigunde. Vines run up 
trellises against the rocks ; pot-herbs and flowers 
nestle in the nooks ; out-buildings cluster round it ; 
and even the grim old keep has a range of buildings 
connected with it, as if the household had entirely 
outgrown the capacities of the square tower. 

Yet the old hall is still the chief place of assembly, 
and now that it has been wainscoted, with a screen 
of carved wood to shut o& the draughty passages, 
and a stove of bright tiles to increase the warmth, it 
is far more cheerfuL Moreover, a window has been 
opened showing the rich green meadow below, with 
the bridge over the Braunwasser, and the little 
church, with a spire of pierced lace-work, and white 
cottages peeping out of the retreating forest. 
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That is ihe windoir wliidi the Lidy Banmess 
love& See her there, the lordy old lady of seventy- 
five — yes, lovelier than ever, for lier sweet biown 
eyes have die same poisive; clear beauty, enhanced 
W the mowy whiteness of her hair, of which a aoft 
liraid shows over the pure pale brow beneath the 
white band, and sweeping black veil, that she has 
worn by right for twenty years. Bat the slight form 
is active and brisl^ and there are ready smiles and 
looks of interest for the pretty fair-haired maidens, 
three in number, who run in and out from their 
household avocations to appeal to the " dear grand- 
mr/ther,'' mischievously to tell of the direM yawns 
proceeding from brothers Ebbo and Grottfried over 
their studies with their tutor, or to gaze from the 
window and wonder if the Mher, with the two 
brothers, Friedel Max and Kasimir, will retom fix)m 
Ulm in time for the ** mid-day eating." 

Ah ! there they are. Quick-eyed Vittoria has seen 
the cavalcade first, and dances off to tell Ermentrude 
and Stine time enough to prepare their last batch of 
fritters for the new-comers; Ebbo and Grotz rush 
hea^Uong down the hill-side ; and the Lady Baroness 
lays down her distaff, and gazes with eyes of satisfied 
content at Ihe small party of horsemen climbing up 
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the footpath. Then, when they have wound out of 
sight round a rock, she moves out towards the hall- 
door, with a light, quick step, for never yet has she 
resigned her great enjoyment, that of greeting her 
son on the steps of the porch, — ^those steps where 
she once met such fearful news, but where that 
memory has been effaced by many a cheerful 
welcome. 

There, then, she stands, amid the bright throng 
of grandchildren, while the Baron and his sons 
spring from their horses and come up to her. The 
Baron doflfs his Spanish hat, bends the knee, kisses 
her hand, and receives her kiss on his brow, with the 
fervour of a life-devotion, before he turns to accept 
the salutation of his daughters, and then takes her 
hand, with pretty affectionate ceremony, to hand her 
back to her seat A few words pass between them. 
" No, motherling,*' he says, " I signed it not ; I will 
tell you all by and by." 

And then the mid-day meal is served for the 
whole household, as of old, with the salt-cellar in 
the middle, but with a far larger company above it 
than when first we saw it The seven young folks 
preserve a decorous silence, save when Fraulein 
Ermentrude's cookeries are good-naturedly compli- 
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mented by her father, or when Baron Friedmund 
Maximilianus breaks out with some wonderful fact 
about new armour seen at Ulm. He is a handsome, 
fair, flaxen-haired young man — ^like the old Adler- 
steins, say the elder people — and full of honest gaiety 
and good nature, the special pride of his sisters ; and 
no sooner is the meal over, than, with a formal en- 
treaty for dismissal, all the seven, and aU the dogs, 
move off together, to that favourite gathering-place 
round the stove, where all their merry tongues are 
let loose together. 

To them, the Herr Vater and the Frau Grossmutter 
seem nearly of the same age, and of the same gene- 
ration ; and verily the eighteen years between the 
mother and son have dwindled into a very small 
difference even in appearance, and a lesser one in 
feeling. She is a youthful, beautiful old lady ; he a 
grave, spare, worn, elderly man, in his full strength, 
but with many a trace of care and thought, and far 
more of silver than of brown in his thin hair and 
pointed beard, and with a melancholy thoughtfulness 
in his clear brown eyes — ^all well corresponding with 
the gravity of the dress in which he has been meet- 
ing the burghers of Ulm : a blaick velvet suit — only 
relieved by his small white lace ruff, and the ribbon 
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and jewel of the Golden Fleece, the only other ap- 
. proach to ornament that he wears being that ring 
long ago twisted oflf the Emperor Maximilian's chain. 
But now, as he has bowed off the chaplain to his 
study, and excused himself from aiding his two 
gentlemen-squires in consuming their hrug of beer, 
and hands his mother to her favourite nook in the 
. sunny window, taking his seat by her side, his 
features assume an expression of repose and relaxa- 
tion as if here indeed were his true home. He has 
chosen his seat in full view of a picture that hangs 
on the wainscoted waU, near his mother — a picture 
whose pure ethereal tinting, of colour limpid as the 
rainbow, yet rich as the most glowing flower-beds ; 
and its soft lovely pose, and rounded outlines, prove 
it to be no produce even of one of the great German 
artists of the time, but to have been wrought, under 
an Italian sky, by such a hand as left us the mar- 
vellous smile of Mona Lisa. It represents two 
figures, one unmistakably himself when in the prime 
of life, his brow and cheeks unfurrowed, and his hair 
still thick, shining brown, but with the same grave 
earnestness of the dark eye that came with the early 
sense of responsibility, and with the first sorrow 
of his youth. The other figure, one on which the 



236 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

painter evidently loved to dwell, is of a lady, so 
young that she might almost pass for his daughter, 
except for the peculiar, tender sweetness that could 
only become the wife and mother. Fair she is as 
snow, with scarce a deepening of the rose on cheek, 
or even lip; fragUe and transparent as a spiritual 
form, and with a light in the blue eyes, and a grace 
in the soft fugitive smile, that scarce seems to belong 
to earth ; a beauty not exactly of feature, but rather 
the pathetic loveliness of calm fading away — as if 
she wfere already melting into the clear blue sky 
with the horizon of golden light, that the wondrous 
power of art has made to harmonise with, but not 
efface, her blue dress, golden hair, white coif, and 
fair skin. It is as if she belonged to that sky, and 
only tarried as unable to detach herself from the 
clasp of the strong hand round and in which both 
her hands are twined ; and though the light in her 
face may be from heaven, yet the whole countenance 
is fixed in one absorbed, almost worshipping gaze on 
her husband, with a wistful simplicity and innocence 
of devotion, like the absorption of a loviug animal, 
to whom its master's presence is bliss and sunshine. 
It is a picture to make light in a dark place, and 
that sweet face receives a loving glance, nay, an 
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absolutely reverent bend of the knightly head, as 
the Baron seats himself. 

"So it was as we feared, and this Schmalkaldic 
League did not suit thy sense of loyalty, my son ? " 
she asks, reading his features anxiously. 

" No, mother. I ever feared that further pressure 
would drive our friends beyond the line where begin 
schism and rebellion ; and it seems to me that the 
moment is come when I must hold me still, or trans- 
gress mine own sense of duty. I must endure th6 
displeasure of many I love and respect." 

" Surely, my son, they have known you too long 
and too well not to respect your motives, and know 
that conscience is first with you." 

" Scarce may such confidence be looked for, 
mother, from the most part, who esteem every man 
a traitor to the cause if he defend it not precisely 
in the fashion of their own party. But I hear that 
the King of France has offered himself as an ally, 
and that Dr. Luther, together with others of our best 
divines, have thei*eby been startled into doubts of 
the lawfulness of the League." 

" And what think you of doing, my son ? " 

'' I shall endeavour to wait until such time as the 
much-needed General Council may proclaim the 
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ancient truth, and enable ns to avouch it without 
disunion. Into schism I will not be drawn. I have 
lield truth all my life in the Church, nor will I part 
from her now! If intrigues again should prevail, 
then, Heaven help us ! Meantime, mother, the best 
we can, as has ever been your war-cry." 

" And much has been won for us. Here are the 
little maidens, who, save Vittoria, would never have 
been scholars, reading the Holy Word daily in their 
own tongue." 

" Ach, I had not told you, mother ! I have the 
Court Secretary's answer this day about that com- 
mand in the Elaisar's guards that my dear old master 
liad promised to his godson." 

" Another put-oflf with Flemish courtesy I see by 
thy face, Ebbo." 

" Not quite that, mother. The command is ready 
f(jr the Baron Friedmund Maximilianus von Adler- 
stein Wildschloss, and all the rest of it, on the 
understanding that he has been bred up free from 
all taint of the new doctrine." 

" New ? Nay, it is the oldest of all doctrine." 

" Even so. As I ever said. Dr. Luther hath been 
setting forth in greater clearness and fulness what 
our blessed Friedel and I learnt at your knee, and my 
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young ones have learnt from babyhood of the true 
CathoKc doctrine. Yet I may not call my son's 
faith such as the Kaisar's Spanish conscience- 
keepers would have it, and so the boy must e'en 
tarry at home till there be work for his stout arm 
to do." 

*' He seems little disappointed. His laugh comes 
ringing the loudest of alL" 

" The Junker is more of a boy at two-and-twenty 
than I ever recollect myself! He lacks not sense 
nor wit, but a fray or a feast, a chase or a dance, 
seem to suf&ce him at an age when I had long been 
dwelling on matters of moment.'* 

" Thou wast left to be thine own pilot ; he is but 
one of thy gay crew, and thus even these stirring 
times touch him not so deeply as thou wert affected 
by thine own choice in life between disorderly free- 
dom and honourable restraint" 

" I thought of that choice to-day, mother, as 1 
crossed the bridge and looked at the church; and 
more than ever thankful did I feel that our blessed 
Friedel, having aided me over that one decisive pass, 
was laid to rest, his tender spirit unvexed by the 
shocks and divisions that have wrenched me hither 
and thither." 
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"Nay; not hither and thither. Ever hadst thou a 
resolute purpose and aim." 

" Ever failed in by my own error or that of others. 
— ^What, thou nestling here, my little Vittoria, away 
from aU yonder prattle ? " 

" Dear father, if I may, I love far best to hear you 
and the grandmother talk." 

" Hear the child ! She alone hath your face, 
mother, or Friedel's eyes ! Is it that thou wouldst 
be like thy noble Eoman godmother, the Marchesa 
di Pescara, that makes thee seek our grave company, 
little one ? " 

" I always long to hear you talk of her, and of the 
Italian days, dear father, and how you won this noble 
jewel of yours." 

" Ah, child, that was before those times ! It 
was the gift of good Kaisar Max at his godson's 
christening, when he filled your sweet mother with 
pretty spite by persuading her that it was a little 
golden bear skin." 

" Tell her how you had gained it, my son." 

"By vapouring, child; and by the dull pride of 
my neighbours. Heard*st thou never of the siege 
of Padua, when we had Bayard, the best knight in 
Europe, and 500 Frenchmen for our allies? Our 
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artilleiy had made a Wach, and the Kaisar re- 
quested the French knights to lead the storm, 
whereto they answered, Well and good, but our 
German nobled must share the assault, and not leave 
them to fight with no better backers than the hired 
lanzknechts. All in reason, quoth I, and more shame 
for us not to have been foremost in our Kaisar's own 
cause; but what said the rest of our misproud 
chivalry? They would never condescend to climb 
a wall on foot in company with lanzknechts ! On 
horseback must their worships fight, or not at all ; 
and when to shame them I called myself a moun- 
taineer, more used to climb than to ride, and vowed 
that I should esteem it an honour to follow such a 
knight as Bayard, were it on all fours, then cast they 
my burgher blood in my teeth. Never saw I the 
"Kaisar so enraged ; he swore that all the common 
sense in the empire was in the burgher blood, and 
that he would make me a knight of the noblest order 
in Europe to show how he esteemed it And next 
morning he was gone I So ashamed was he of his 
own army that he rode oflf in the night, and sent 
orders to break up the siege. I could have torn my 
hair, for I had just lashed up a few of our nobles to a 
better sense of honour, and we would yet have re- 
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deemed our name ! And after all, the Chapter of 
proud Flemings would never have admitted me had 
not the heralds hunted up that the Sorels were gen- 
tlemen of blood and coat armour long ago at Li&ge. 
I am glad my father lived to see that proved, mother* 
He could not honour thee more than he did, but he 
would have been sorely grieved had I been rejected* 
He often thought me a mechanical burgher, as it 
was." 

"Not quite so, my son. He never failed to be 
proud of thy deeds, even when he did not understand 
them ; but this, and the grandson's birth, were the 
crowning joys of his life." 

" Yes, those were glad triumphant years, take them 
all in all, ere the Emperor sent me to act ambassador 
in Eome, and we left you the two elder little girls 
and the boy to take care of. My dear Uttle Thekla ! 
She had a foreboding that she might never see those 
children more, yet would she have pined her heart 
away more surely had I left her at home I I never 
was absent a week but I found her wasted with 
watching for me/' 

" It was those weary seven years of Italy that 
changed thee most, my son." 

" Apart from you, mother, and knowing you now 
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indeed to be widowed, and with on the one hand 
such contradictory commands from the Emperor as 
made me sorely ashamed of myself, of my nation, 
and of the man whom I loved and esteemed per- 
sonally the most on earth, yet bound there by his 
express command, while I saw my tender wife's 
health wasting in the climate day by day ! Yet still, 
while most she gasped for a breath of Swabian hills, 
she ever declared it would kill her outright to send 
her from me. And thus it went on till I laid her in 
the stately church of her own patroness. Then how 
it would have fared with me and the helpless little 
ones I know not, but for thy noble godmother, my 
Vittoria, the wise and ready helper of aU in trouble, 
the only friend thy mother had made at Eome, and 
who had been able, from all her heights of learning 
and accomplishment, to value my Thekla's golden 
soul in its simplicity. Even then, when too late, 
came one of the Kaisar's kindest letters, recalling 
me, — a letter whose every word I would have paid 
for with a drop of my own blood six weeks before I 
and wliich he had only failed to send because his 
head was running on the plan of that gorgeous tomb 
where he is not buried I Well, at least it brought us 
home to you again once more, mother, and, where 
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you are, comfort never has been utterly absent from 
me. And, then, coming from the wilful gloom of 
Pope Leo's court into our Germany, streamed over by 
the rays of Luther's light, it was as if a new world 
of hope were dawning, as if truth would no longer 
be muffled, and the young would grow up to a world 
far better and purer than the old had ever seen. 
What trumpet-calls those were, and how welcome 
was the voice of the true Catholic faith no longer 
stifled! And my dear old Kaisar, with his clear 
eyes, his unfettered mind — he felt the power and 
truth of those theses. He bade the Elector of 
Saxony well to guard the monk Luther as a treasure. 
Ah ! had he been a younger man, or had he been 
more firm and resolute, able to act as well as think 
for himself, things might have gone otherwise with 
tlie Church. He could think, but could not act; 
and now we have a man who acts, but will not think. 
It may have been a good day for our German reputa- 
iion among foreign princes when Charles V. put on 
the crown ; but only two days in my life have been 
OS mournful to me as that when I stood by Kaisar 
Max's death-bed at Wells, and knew that generous, 
loving, fitful spirit was passing away from the earth ! 
Never owned I friend I loved so well as Kaisar 
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Max ! Nor has any Emperor done so much for this 
our dear land." 

" The young Emperor never loved thea" 
" He might have treated me as one who could be 
useful, but he never forgave me for shaking hands 
with Luther at the Diet of Wurms. I knew it was 
all over with my court favour after I had joined in 
escorting the Doctor out of the city. And the next 
thing was that Georg of Freundsberg and his 
friends proclaimed me a bigotted Papist because I 
did my utmost to keep my troop out of the devil's 
holiday at the sack of Eome ! It has ever been my 
lot to be in disgrace with one side or the other! 
Here is my daughter's marriage hindered on the one 
hand, my son's promotion checked on the other, 
because I have a conscience of my own, and not of 
other people's ! Heaven knows the right is no easy 
matter to find ; but, when one thinks one sees it, 
there is nothing to be done but to guide oneself by 
it, even if the rest of the world will not view it in 
the same light." 

. " Nothing else ! I doubt me whether it be ever 
easy to see the veritably right course while still 
struggling in the midst. That is for after ages, which 
behold things afar off; but each man must needs 
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follow his own principle in an honest and good heart, 
and assuredly Grod will guide him to work out some 
good end, or hinder some evil one." 

" Ay, mother. Each party may guard one side or 
other of the truth in aU honesty and faithfulness ; 
he who cannot with his whole heart cast in his lot 
with either, — ^he is apt to serve no purpose, and to be 
scorned." 

"Nay, Ebbo, may he not be a witness to the 
higher and more perfect truth than either party have 
conceived? Nor is inaction always needfuL That 
which is right towards either side still reveals itself 
at the due moment, whether it be to act or to hold 
still. And verily, Ebbo, what thou didst say even 
now has set me on a strange thought of mine own 
dream, that which heralded the birth of thyself and 
thy brother. As thou knowest, it seemed to me that 
I was watching two sparkles from the extinguished 
Needfire wheel. One rose aloft and shone as a 
star ! ** 

" My guiding-star ! " 

" The other fulfilled those words of the Wise Man. 
It shone and ran to and fro in the grass. And 
surely, my Ebbo, thy mother may feel that, in all 
these dark days of perplexity and trial, the spark of 
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light hath ever shone and- drawn its trail of bright* 
ness in the gloom, even though the way was long, 
and seemed uncertain." 

" The mother who ever fondled me vnll think so, 
it may be ! But, ah ! she had better pray that the 
light be clearer, and that I may not fall utterly short 
of the star ! " 

Travellers in Wurtemburg may perhaps turn aside 
from glorious old Ulm, and the memories of the 
battle-fields aroimd it, to the romantic country round 
the Swabian moimtains, through which descend the 
tributaries of the Danube. Here they may think 
themselves fortunate if they come upon a green 
valley, with a bright moimtain torrent dashing 
through it, fresh from the lofty mountain, with 
terraced sides that rise sheer above. An old bridge, 
a mill, and a neat Grerman village lie clustered in the 
valley ; a seignorial mansion peeps out of the forest 
glades ; and a lovely church, of rather late Gothic, 
but beautifully designed, attracts the eye so soon as 
it can be persuaded to quit the romantic outline of 
the ruined baronial castle high upon one of the moim- 
tain ledges. Beport declares that there are tombs in 
the church well worth inspection. You seek out an 
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old venerable blue-coated peasant who has charge of 
the church. 

" What is yonder castle ? " 

" It is the castle of Adlerstein." 

" Are the family still extant ? " 

"Yea, yea; they built yonder house when the 
Schloss became ruinous. They have always been 
here." 

The church is very beautiful in its details, the 
carved work of the east end and pulpit especially so, 
but nothing is so attractive as the altar tomb in the 
chantry chapel. It is a double one, holding not, as 
usual, the recumbent effigies of a husband and wife, 
but of two knights in armour. 

" Who are these, good friend ? " 

" They are the good Barons Ebbo and FriedeL" 

Father and son they appear to be, killed at the 
same time in some fatal battle, for the white marble 
face of one is round with youth, no hair on lip nor 
chin, and with a lovely peaceful solemnity, almost 
cheerfulness, in the expression. The other, a bearded 
man, has the glory of old age in his worn features, 
beautiful and restful, but it is as if one had gone to 
sleep in the light of dawn, the other in the last glow 
of sunset. Their armour and their crests are alike, 
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but the young one bears the eagle shield alone, while 
the elder has the same bearing repeated upon an 
escutcheon of pretence ; the young man's hands are 
clasped over a harp^ those of the other over a 
Bible, and the elder wears the insignia of the order 
of tlie Golden Fleece. They are surely father and 
son, a maiden knight and tried warrior who fell 
together ? 

'* No," the guide shakes his head ; " they are twin 
brothers, the good Barons Ebbo and Friedel, who 
were born when their father had been taken captive 
by the Saracens while on a crusade. Baron Friedel 
was slain by the Turks at the bridge foot, and his 
brother built the church in his memory. He first 
planted vines upon the mountains, and freed the 
peasants from the lord's dues on their flax. And it 
is true that the two brothers may still be seen 
hovering on the mountain side in the mist at sunset, 
sometimes one, sometimes both." 

You turn with a smile to the inscription, sure that 
those windows, those porches, that armour, never 
were of crusading date, and ready to refute the old 
peasant. You spell out the upright Gothic letters 
around the cornice of the tomb, and you read, in 
mediaeval Latin, — 
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''tfratt pa ^nfana^Jrieimmnbis (tqwAu ^orxmb ^hht- 
sltttti. ^.5. mtttmiii." 

Then turn to the other side and read — 
''Pic jacet dforarims (Equies gar© '^iknhinu ^.5. 

Yes, the guide is right. They are brothers, with 
well-nigh a lifetime between their deaths. Is that 
the meaning of that strange Demum ? 

Few of the other tombs are worth attention, 
each lapsing further into the bad taste of later 
ages; yet there is one still deserving admiration, 
placed close to the head of that of the two Barons. 
It is the efl&gy of a lady, aged and serene, with a 
deUcately-carved face beneath her stiff head-gear. 
Surely this monument was erected somewhat later, 
for the inscription is in German. Stiff, contracted, 
hard to read, but this is the rendering of it : — 

'* Pm litB C^istina Sorel, bnft of (Ehr^arlr, xxtlj ^nran 
bon %HtxBtnn, nnb moi^jtx ai i\it garmts (Kbjerl^arlr uni 
Jriebnmnlr. §i\it Ml asUiep iba bags htfaxt Ijtt son, an t^t 
feast ai St. lol^n, mlrrim. 
" pjer t^Ibr^tr s^all mt np nni tall l^tr hhunti, 
** ttxtdtti bni\ foil ^^arts bg \tx granbsmr, '§matt ^fmb- 
nmnlr Panmilianirs, attlr ^0 brothers anb swtew. J^attfajell/' 



LONDON : 

R. CULT, SON, AND TA7L0R, PKINTBBR, 

BREAD STREET HILL 



1 6, Bedford Street, Co vent Garden, Londok. 
And at Cambridge. 



MACMILLAN AND CO.'S 

LIST OF PUBLICATIONS. 



A BOOK OF THOUGHTS. 

By H. A. iSmo. doth extra^ 
gilt, 3J. 6d, 

ACROSS THE CARPA- 
THIANS. In 1858-60. With 
a Map. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6d, 

iESCHYLI EUMENIDES. 

, The Greek Text with English 
Notes, and an Introduction. By 
BERNARD DRAKJE, M.A 
8vo. *js, 6d, 

AGNES HOPETOUN. 

i6mo. cloth. See OuPHANT. 

AIRY.— TREATISE on the 

ALGEBRAICAL and NUME- 
RICAL THEORY of ERRORS 
of OBSERVATIONS, and the 
Combination of Observations. 
By G. B. AIRY, M.A Crown 
8vo. dr. 6d, 

AIRY. — POPULAR AS- 
TRONOMY : A Series of Lec- 
tures delivered at Ipswich. By 
GEORGE BIDDELL AIRY, 
Astronomer Royal. i8mo. doth. 
Uniform with Macmillan*s School 
Class Books. [In the Press, 

ALGEBRAICAL EXER- 
CISES. Progressively arranged 
by Rev. C. A. JONES, M. A. and 
C. H. CHEYNE, M.A. Mathe- 
matical Masters in Westminster 
School Pott Svo.cL, price 2J. 6</. 



ALICE'S ADVENTURES in 

. WONDERLAND. With Forty- 
two Illustrations by Tennzel. 
Crown 8vo. doth, *js. 6d, 

ALLINGHAM.— 

• LAURENCE BLOOMFIELD 
in IRELAND. A Modem Poem, 
By WILLIAM ALLINGHAM. 
Fcap. 8vo, Js. 

ANDERSON. — SEVEN 
MONTHS' RESIDENCE in 
RUSSIAN POLAND in 1863. 
By the Rev. FORTESCUE L. 
M. ANDERSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

ANOTHER "STORY of the 

, GUNS;" or Sir Emerson Ten- 
nent and the Whitworth Gun. By 
the "ERASER REVIEWER.'' 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

ANSTED.— THE GREAT 

STONE BOOK of NATURE. 
By DAVID THOS. ANSTED, 
M.A. F.R.S. F.G.S. Fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

ANSTIE. — STIMULANTS 

and NARCOTICS, thdr MU- 
TUAL RELATIONS. With 
Special Researches on the Action 
01 Alcohol, iEther, and Chloro- 
form, on the Vital Organism. By 
FRANCIS E. ANSTIE, M.D. 
M.R.C.P. 8vo. 14s. 



MACMILLAN AND CO:S 



ARISTOTLE ON THE 

VITAL PRINCIPLE. Trans- 
lated, with Notes, by CHARLES 
COLLIER, M.D. F.R.S. Cr. 
' 8vo. Sj. dd. 

ARNOLD. —A FRENCH 

' ETON ; or. Middle Class Educa- 
tion and the State. By MAT- 
THEW ARNOLD. Fcap. 8vo. 
2J. dd, 

ARNOLD. — ESSAYS ON 

CRITICISM. ,By MATTHEW 
ARNOLD, Professor of Poetry 
in the University of Oxford. Extra 
fcp. 8vo. cloth, 6^. 

ARTIST and CRAFTSMAN. 

A Novel, Crown 8vo. 6j. 
BARWELL.— GUIDE in the 

SICK ROOM. By RICHARD 
BARWELL, F.R.C.S. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 3^. dd, 

BEASLEY.— An ELEMEN- 
TARY TREATISE on PLANE 
TRIGONOMETRY. With a 

, Numerous Collection of Exam- 
ples. By R. D. BEASLEY, 
M.A^ Crown 8vo. 3^. dd, 

BELL.— ROMANCES AND 

MINOR POEMS. By HENRY 
GLASSFORD BELL. Fcap. 
8vo. 

BIRKS.— The DIFFICUL- 
TIES of BELIEF in connexion 
with the CREATION and the 

, FALL. By THOS. RAWSON 
BIRKS, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 41. td, 

BIRKS.— On MATTER and 

ETHER ; or the Secret Laws of 
i Physical Change. By THOS. 
RAWSON BIRKS, M.A. Cr. 
8vo. 5j. ^. 



BLAKE.— THE LIFE OF 

WILLIAM BLAKE, the Artist. 
By ALEXR. GILCHRIST. 
With numerous Illustrations from 
Blake's Designs and Fac-similes 
of his Studies of the "Book of 
Job." 2 vols. Medium 8vo. 32J. 

BLANCHE LISLE, AND 

OTHER POEMS. By CECIL 
HOME. Fcap. 8vo. 41. 6^. 

BOOLR— A TREATISE 

on DIFFERENTIAL EQUA- 
.TIONS. By GEO. BOOLE, 
D.CL. Neio Edition. Edited 
by L TODHUNTER, M.A., 
F.R.S. 8vo. cloth, 14^. 

BOOLE.— A TREATISE on 
the CALCULUS of FINITE 
DIFFERENCES. By GEO. 
BOOLE, D.C.L. Crown 8vo- 
lar. 6^. 

BRADSHAW. — AN AT- 
TEMPT TO ASCERTAIN 
THE STATE of CHAUCER'S 
WORKS, as they were Left at 
his Death. With some Notices 
of their Subsequent History. By 
HENRY BRADSHAW, of 
King's College, and the Univer- 
sity Library, Cambridge. 

\In the Press, 

BRIEF BIOGRAPHICAL 

DICTIONARY. See Hole. 

BRIMLEY.— ESSAYS,bythe 
late GEORGE BRIMLEY, M.A. 
Edited by W. G. CLARK, M.A. 
With Portrait. Second Edition, 
Fcap, 8vo. 5^. 

BROCK.— DAILY READ- 
INGS on the PASSION of OUR 
LORD. By Mrs. H. F. BROCK. 
Fcap. 8yo. 4f. 



LIST OF PUBLICATIONS, 



BROOK SMITH.— ARITH- 

METIC in THEORY and 
PRACTICE. For Advanced 
Pupils. Part First By J. BROOK 
SMITH, M.A, Crown 8vo. 
3J. 6/. 

BROTHER FABIAN'S 
MANUSCRIPT. ^« Evans. 

BRYCE. — THE HOLY 

ROMAN EMPIRE. By TAMES 
BRYCE, B.A. FeUow of Oriel 
CoUege, Oxford. • A New Edi- 
tion, revised. Crown 8vo. 

{In the Press, 

BULLOCK— POLISH EX- 

PERIENCES during the IN- 
SURRECTION of 1863-4. By 
W.H. BULLOCK Crown 8vo, 
with Map, &r. (xi, 

BURGON.— A TREATISE 
on the PASTORAL OFFICE. 
Addressed chiefly to Candidates 
for Holy Orders, or to those who 
have recently undertaken the cure 
of souls. By the Rev. JOHN W. 
BURGON, M.A. 8vo. 12s, 

BUTLER (ARCHER). — 
WORKS by the Rev. WILLIAM 
ARCHER BUTLER, M. A. late 
Professor of Moral Philosophy in 
the University of Dublin : — 

1. SERMONS, DOCTRINAL 
and PRACTICAL. Edited, with 

. a Memoir of the Author's Life, by 
THOMAS WOODWARD, M. A. 
With Portrait Sixth Edition. 
8vo. I2J. 

2. A SECOND SERIES OF 
SERMONS. Edited by J. A. 
JEREMIE, D.D. Third EdiHon. 
8vo. lar. 6d, 



3. HISTORY OF ANCIENT 
PHILOSOPHY. Edited by 
WM. H. THOMPSON, M.A. 
2 vols. 8vo. I/. $s, 

4. LETTERS ON ROMANISM, 
in REPLY to MR. NEWMAN'S 
ESSAY on DEVELOPMENT. 
Edited by the Very Rev. T. 
WOODWARD. Second Edition, 
revised by Archdeacon HARD- 
WICK 8vo. lar. 6d. 

BUTLER (MONTAGU).— 
SERMONS PREACHED in 
the CHAPEL of HARROW 
SCHOOL. By H. MONTAGU 
BUTLER, Head Master. Crown 
8vo. 7^. 6d, 

BUTLER. — FAMILY 
PRAYERS. By the Rev. GEO. 
BUTLER. Cr. 8vo. 5J. 

BUTLER. — SERMONS 
PREACHED in CHELTEN- 
HAM COLLEGE CHAPEL. 
By the Rev. GEO. BUTLER. 
Crown 8vo. 7^. 6^. 

CAIRNES.— THE SLAVE 

POWER; its Character, Career, 
and Probable Designs. Being an 
Attempt to Explain the Real 
Issues Involved in the American 
Contest By J. E. CAIRNES, 
M.A. Second Edition, 8vp, 
lar. 6d, 

CALDERWOOD.— PHILO- 
SOPHY of the INFINITE. A 
Treatise on Mau*s Knowledge of 
the Infinite Being, in answer to* 
Sir W. Hamilton and Dr. Mansd. 
By the Rev. HENRY C ALDER- 
WOOD, M.A. Second Edition, 
8vo. i^r. 

A2 



^ 



MACMILLAN AND CO.'S 



CAMBRIDGE SENATE- 
HOUSE PROBLEMS and 
RIDERS, with SOLUTIONS:— 

1848— 1851.— PROBLEMS. By 
FERRERS and JACKSON. 
1 5 J. 6^. 

1848 — 1851. —RID ERS. By 
JAMESON. 7x. 6d. 

x854.—PROBLEMSand RIDERS. 
By WALTON and MACKEN- 
ZIE, M.A. icxr. 6^. 

1 85 7. —PROBLEM Sand RIDERS. 
By CAMPION and WALTON. 
8x. 6<f. 

i860.— PROBLEMSand RIDERS. 
By WATSON and ROUTH. 

1 864.— PROBLEMSand RIDERS. 
By WALTON and WILKIN- 
SON. 8vo. lOr. 6d, 

CAMBRIDGE LENT SER^ 
MONS.— SERMONS Preached 
during LENT, 1864, m Great 
St Mary's Church, Cambridge. 
By the LORD BISHOP OF 
OXFORD, Rev. H. P. LIDDON, 
T. L. CLAUGHTON, J. R, 
WOODFORD, DR. GOUL- 
BURN, J. W. BURGON, T. T. 
CARTER, DR.PUSEY, DEAN 
HOOK, W.J. BUTLER, DEAN 
GOODWIN. Crown 8vo. 7x. 6d 

CAMBRIDGE COURSE of 

ELEMENTARY NATURAL 
PHILOSOPHY, for the Deeree 
of B. A. Originally compiled by 
J. C. SNOWBALL, M.A. Late 
Fellow of SL John's College. 
/*iftA Ediiiony revised and en- 
larged, and adapted for the Middle 
Class Examinations by THOMAS 
LUND, B.D. Crown 8vo. 51. 



CAMBRIDGE. — CAM- 
BRIDGE SCRAP BOOK : con- 
taining in a Pictorial Form a 
Report on the Manners, Customs, 
Humonrs, and, Pastimes of the 
University of Cambridge. With 
nearly 300 Illustrations. Third 

• Edition, Crown 4to. 7^. 6d, 

CAMBRIDGE. — CAM- 
BRIDGE and DUBLIN MA- 
THEMATICAL JOURNAL. 
The CompleU Work, m Nine Vols. 
8vo. doth, 7/. 4J. Only a few 
copies remain on hand. 

CAMPBELL-THOUGHTS 
on' REVELATION, with SPE- 
CIAL REFERENCE to the 
PRESENT TIME. By JOHN 
M'LEOD CAMPBELL. Cxown 
8va 51. 

CAMPBELL. — THE NA- 
TURE of the ATONEMENT 
and its RELATION to REMIS^ 
SIGN of SINS and ETERNAL 
LIFE. By JOHN M'LEOD 
CAMPBELL. 8vo. lOr. 6d. 

CATHERINES, The TWO ; 

or, Which is the Heroine ? A 
NoveL 2 vols, crown 8vo. 2IX. 

CAWNPORK— 5^^ Trevel- 

YAN. 

CHALLI& — CREATION 

in PLAN and in PROGRESS : 
Being an Essay on the First 
Chapter of Genesis. By the Rev. 
JAMESCHALLIS.M. A. F.RS. 
r.R.A.S. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

CHATTERTON. — LEO- 
NORE: a Tale. By GEOR- 
GIANA LADY CHATTER- 
TON. A New Edition. Beau- 
tifully printed on thick toned 
paper. Crown 8vo. with Fron- 
tispiece and Vignette Title en- 
graved by Jeens. Price js. 6d. 



LIST OF PUBLICATIONS, 



CHAUCER. — AN AT- 
TEMPT TO ASCERTAIN 
THE STATE OF CHAU- 
CER'S WORKS. S€e Brad- 

SHAW. 

CHEYNE.— AN ELEMEN- 
TARY TREATISE on the 
PLANETARY THEORY. With 
a Collection of Problems. By C. 
H. H. CHEYNE, B.A. Crown 
8vo. dr. 6d, 

CHILDE.-The SINGULAR 

PROPERTIES of the ELLIP- 
SOID and ASSOCIATED SUR- 
FACES of the Nth DEGREK 
Bv the Rev. G. F. CHILDE, 
M.A. 8yo. icxr. 6<L 

CHRETIEN.— THE LET- 
TER AND THE SPIRIT. Six 
Sermons on the Inspiration of 
Holy Scripture. By CHARLES 
P. CHRETIEN. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

CHRISTIE. — NOTES ON 

BRAZILIAN QUESTIONS. 
By W. D. CHRISTIE. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 6x. 6d, 

CICERO.— THE SECOND 
PHILIPPIC ORATION. With 
an Introduction and Notes, trans- 
lated from Karl Halm. Edited 
with corrections and additions. 
By JOHN E. B. MAYOR, M.A. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8yo. 5^. 

CLARA VAUGHAN. — A 

Novel. 3 vols, crown 8vo. 3 if. 6d, 

CLARK.— FOUR SER- 
MONS PREACHED IN THE 
CHAPEL OF TRINITY COL- 
LEGE, CAMBRIDGE. ByW. 
G. CLARK, M.A. Fcap. 5vo. 
2s, 6d, 



CLAY.— THE PRISON 
CHAPLAIN. A Memoir of the 
Rev. JOHN CLAY, B.D. late 
Chaplain of the Preston Gaol. 
With Selections from his Reports 
and Correspondence, and a Sketch 
of Prison-Discipline in England. 
By his son, the Rev. W. L. CLAY, 
M.A. 8vo. 1 5 J. 

CLAY.— THE POWER OF 

THE KEYS. Sermons preached 
in Coventry. By the Rev. W. L. 
CLAY, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 31. 6d. 

CLERGYMAN'S SELF- 
EXAMINATION concerning the 
APOSTLES' CREED. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. IS, 6d, 

CLEVER WOMAN OF 

THE FAMILY. By the Author 
of "The Heir of Redclyffe." 2 
vols, crown 8vo. doth, 12s, 

CLOUGH.— The POEMS of 
ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, 
sometime Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxford. With a Memoir by F. 
T. PALGRAVE. Second £di- 
Hon, Fcap. Svo. dr. 

COLENSO.— WORKS by the 
Right Rev. J. W. COLENSO, 
D.D. Bishop of Natal :— 

THE COLONY OF NATAL. A 
Journal of Visitation. With a 
Map and Illustrations. Fcap. 
8vo. 5^. 

VILLAGE SERMONS. Second 
Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d. 

FOUR SERMONS on ORDI- 
NATION, and on MISSIONS. 
i8mo. IS, 

COMPANION TO THE HOLY 
COMMUNION, contaming the 
Service, and Select Readings from 
the writings of Mr. MAURICE. 
Fin^ Edition^ morocco, antique 

- style, 6s. or in cloth, 2^. 6d, 
Common Peeper ^ \s. 



MACMILLAN AND CO:S 



ST. PAUL'S EPISTLE TO THE 
ROMANS. Newly Translated 
and Explained, from a Missionary 
point of View. Crown 8vo. ^s, 6d, 

LETTER TO HIS GRACE THE 
ARCHBISHOP OF CANTER- 
BURY, upon the Question of 
Polygamy, as found already, exist- 
ing in Converts from Heathenism. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
IS. 6d, 

COOKERY FOR ENG- 
LISH HOUSEHOLDS. By a 
FRENCH LADY. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5^. 

COOPER.— ATHENA E 

CANTABRIGIENSES. By 
CHARLES HENRY COOPER, 
F. S. A. and THOMPSON 
: COOPER, F.S.A. Vol. L 8vo. 
1500—85, i&r. Vol. II. 158^-- 
1609, lis, 

COTTON.— SERMONS and 

ADDRESSES delivered in Marl- 
borough College during Six Years, 
by GEORGE EDWARD 
LYNCH COTTON, D.D. Lord 
Bishop of Calcutta. Crown 8vo. 
lor. Odf. 

COTTON.— A CHARGE to 

the CLERGY of the DIOCESE 
and PRO VINCEof CALCUTTA 
I at the Second Diocesan and First 
' Metropolitan Visitation. By 
GEORGE EDWARD LYNCH 
COTTON, D.D. 8vo. y. 6d. 

COTTON.— SERMONS, 

chiefly connected with Public 
Events of 1854. Fcap. 8vo. jj. 

COTTON.— EXPOSITORY 

SERMONS on the EPISTLES 
for the Sundays of the Christian 
Year. By GEORGE EDWARD 
LYNCH COTTON, D.D. Two 
Vols, crown 8vo. 15/. 



CRAIK.— MY FIRST 

JOURNAL. A book for the 
Young. By GEORGIANA M. 
CRAIK, Author of " River- 
ston," **Lost and Won," &c. 
Royal i6mo. cloth, gilt leaves, 
31. 6d. 

CROCKER.— A NEW PRO- 
POSALforaGEOGRAPHICAL 
SYSTEM of MEASURES and 
WEIGHTS conveniently Intro- 
ducible, generally by retaining 
familiar notions by familiar names. 
To which are added remarks on 
^stems of Coinage. By JAMES 
CROCKER, M.A. 8vo. &f. 6d, 

DANTK — DANTE'S 

COMEDY, Tke HdL Trans- 
lated by W. M. ROSETTL 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 5/. 

DAVIES.— ST. PAUL AND 

MODERN THOUGHT: Re- 
marks on some of the Views 
advanced in Professor Joirettfs 
Commentary on St Paul. By 
Rev. J. Lu DAVIES, M.A. . 
8vo. 2x. 6^. 

DAVIES.— SERMONS ON 

THE MANIFESTATION OF 
THE SON OF GOD. With a 
Preface addressed to Laymen on 
the present position of the Clergy 
of the Church of England ; and 
an Appendix on the Testimony 
of Scripture and the Church as to 
the possibility of Pardon in the 
Future State. By the Rev. J. 
Lu DAVIES, M. A. Fcap. 8vo. 

DAVIES.— THE WORK OF 

CHRIST ; OR THE WORLD 
RECONCILED TO GOD. 
With a Preface on the Atone- 
ment Controversy. By the Rev. ' 
J. Ll. DAVIES, M.A. Fcap. 
8vo. 6x. 
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DAVIES.— BAPTISM, 
CONFIRMATION, AND THE 
LORD'S SUPPER, as inter- 
preted by their outward signs. 
Three Expository Addresses for 
Parochial Use. By the Rev. T. 
Ll. DAVIES, M. A. Limp doth, 
IS, 6d, 

DAYS OF OLD : STORIES 

FROM OLD ENGLISH HIS- 
TORY. By the Author of "Ruth 
and her Friends. '* New Edition. 
i8mo. cloth, gilt leaves, 3^. 6d, 

DEMOSTHENES DE CO- 
RONA. The Greek Text with 
EngUsh Notes. By B. DRAKE, 
M. A. Second Edition^ to which 
is prefixed Aeschines against 
Ctesiphon, with English Notes. 
Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

DE TEISSIER.— VILLAGE 
SERMONS, by G. F. DE 
TEISSIER, B.D. Crown 8VO.9J. 

Second Series. Crown 8vo. 

cloth, ar. 6d, 

DE VERK— THE INFANT 

BRIDAL, AND OTHER 
POEMS. By AUBREY DE 
VERE. Fcap. 8vo. 7^. 6d. 

DICEY. —SIX MONTHS 

IN THE FEDERAL STATES. 
By EDWARD DICEY, a Vols, 
crown 8va I2j. 

DICEY.— ROME IN i860. 
By ED WARD DICEY, down 
8vo. dr. 6d. 

DONALDSON.— A CRITI- 
CAL HISTORY OF CHRIS- 
TIAN LITERATURE AND 
DOCTRINE, from the Death of 
the Apostles to the Nicene Coun* 
cil. By J AMES DONALDSON, 
M.A. VoL I.— THE APOS- 
TOLIC FATHERS. 8v«. 
cloth. lor. (>d. 
Vols. IL and IIL just ready. 



DREW. — A GEOMETRI. 

CAL TREATISE ON CONIC 
SECTIONS. ByW. H.DREW, 
M.A. Third Edition, CiovmZyo. 
4f . 6d. 

DREW.— SOLUTIONS TO 

PROBLEMS CONTAINED IN 
MR. DREW'S TREATISE ON 
CONIC SECTIONS. Crown 
8vo. 4r. 6d. 

EARLY EGYPTIAN HIS- 
TORY FOR THE YOUNG. 
With Descriptions of the Tombs 
and Monuments. New Edition, 
with Frontispiece. Fcap. 8yo. 

EASTWOOD.— The BIBLE 

WORD BOOK. A Glossary of 
Old English Bible Words. By 
J. EASTWOOD, M.A. of St. 
John's College, and W. ALDIS 
WRIGHT, M.A. Trinity CoUe^, 
Cambridge. i8mo. Uniform with 
Macmillfm's School Class Books. 

ECCEHOMO. A Survey of 

the life and Work of Jesus Christ 
8vo. lOr. 6d, 

ECHOES OF MANY 

VOICES FROM MANY 
LANDS. x8mo. cloth extra, 
gilt, 3^. 6d, 

ENGLISH IDYLLS. By 
JANE ELLICE. Fcap. 8va 
doth. dr. 

EVANS.— BROTHER FA- 
BIAN'S MANUSCRIPT ; And 
other Poems. By SEBASTIAN 
EYANS. Fcap. Svo. doth, price 
dr. 

FAWCETT. — THE ECa 

NOMIC POSITION OF THE 
BRITISH LABOURER. By 
HENRY FAWCETT, M.P. 
Extra fcap. 8vo, doth, ^, 
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FAWCETT.— MANUAL of 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. By 
HENRY FAWCETT, M.P. 
Second EdUion. Crown 8yo. 

FERRERS.— A TREATISE 
ON TRILINEAR CO-ORDI- 
NATES, the Method of Reci- 
procal Polars, and the Theory of 
Frcjectioni. By the Rev. N. M. 
FERRERS, M.A Crown 8vo. 

FISHER. — CONSIDERA- 
TIONS ON THE ORIGIN 
OF THE AMERICAN WAR. 
By HERBERT FISHER. Fcp. 
8yo. 2/. dd. 

FLETCHER. — THOUGHTS 
FROM A GIRL'S LIFE. By 
LUCY FLETCHER. Suond 

• Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 4/. 6d, 

FORBES.— LIFE OF 
EDWARD FORBES, F.R.S. 
By GEORGE WILSON, M.D. 
F.R.S.E. and ARCHIBALD 
GEIKIE, F. G. S. 8vo. with Por- 
trait, 14J. 

FREEMAN.— HISTORY of 

FEDERAL GOVERNMENT, 
from the Foundation of the Achaian 
League to the Disruption of the 
United States. Hy EDWARD 
A. FREEMAN, M.A. Vol. L 
General Introduction. — Ilistorv of 
the Greek Federations. ^o. 
2 1 J. 

FROST.— THE FIRST 

THRKE SECTIONS of NEW- 
TON'S PKINCIPIA. With 
Notes and Problems in illustra- 
tion of the subject. By PER- 
CIVAL FROST, M.A. Second 
Edition: 8vo. 10/.' 6d, 



FROST AND WOLSTEN- 

HOLME.— A TREATISE ON 
SOLID GEOMETRY. By the 
Rev. PERCrVAL FROST, M. A. 
and the Rev. J. WOLSTEN- 
HOLME, M.A. 8vo. iSs. 

FURNIVALL.-LE MORTE 
ARTHUR. Edited from the Har- 
leian M.S. 2252, in the British 
Museum. By F. J. FURNI- 
VALL, M.A. With Essay by 
the late HERBERT COLE- 
RIDGE. Fcap. 8vo. doth, 7/. 6d, 

GALTON.— METEORO- 
GRAPHICA, or Methods of 
Mapping the Weather. lUustimted 
by upwards of 600 Printed litho- 
graphed Diagrams. By FRAN- 
CIS GALTON, F.R.S. 4ta ^t. 

GARIBALDI at CAPRERA 
By COLONEL VECCHJ. With 
Pre&cel7Mrs.GASKILL Fcap. 
8vo. I/, od, 

GEIKIE.-STORY OF A 

BOULDER; or. Gleanings by 
a Field Geologist By ARCHI- 
BALD GEIKIE. lUustratedwith 
Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 5/. 

GEIKIE'S SCENERY OF 
SCOTLAND, with Illustrations 
and a new Geological Map. Cr. 
8vo. cloth, 10s. od. 

GIFFORD.— THE GI.ORY 

OF GOD IN MAN. By E. H. 

GIFFORD, D.D. Fcap. 8va 
doth. 3^. 6d. 

GOLD-EN TREASURY 

SERIES. Uniformly printed ra 
i8mo. with Vignette Titles by 
J. Noel Paton, T. Woolner^ 
. w. Holm AN Hunt, J. E. Mil- 
LAis, Sec. liound in extra cloth, 
4s. Od, ; morocco j)lain, yj. 6d. ; 
morocco extra, I ox. 6</. each 
Volume. 
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OF THE BEST SONGS AND 
LYRICAL POEMS IN THE 
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lected and arranged, with Notes, 
byPRANCIS TURNER PAL- 
GRAVE. 

THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND 
FROM THE BEST POETS. 
Selected and arranged by CO- 
VENTRY PATMORE. 

THE BOOK OF PRAISE. From 
the best English Hymn Writers. 
Selected and arranged by ROUN- 
DELL PALMER. A J^ew and 
Enlarged Edition. 

THE FAIRY BOOK : The Best 
Popular Fairy Stories. Selected 
and Rendered Anew by the 
Author of "John Halifax.*^ 

THE BALLAD BOOK. A 
Selection of the Choicest British 
Ballads. Edited by WILLIAM 
ALLINGHAM. 

THE JEST BOOK. The 
Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. 
Selected and arranged by MARK 
LEMON. 

BACON'S ESSAYS AND 
COLOURS OF GOOD AND 
EVIL. WithNotesandGlossarial 

. Index, byW.ALDIS WRIGHT, 
M. A. Large paper copies, crown 
8ya *js. dd. ; or bound in half 
morocco, lor. 6(L 

The PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
from this World to that which is 
to Come. By JOHN BUNYAN. 
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Large paper Copies, crown 8vo. 
'cloth, 7j. 6d, ; or bound in half 
morocco, I or. 6d, 

THE SUNDAY BOOK OF 
POETRY FOR THE YOUNG. 
Selected and arranged by C. F. 
ALEXANDER. 



A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS 
OF ALL TIMES AND ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and 
Narrated anew by the Author 
of " The Heir of Readyffe." 

THE POETICAL WORKS OF 
ROBERT BURNS. Edited, 
with Biographical Memoir, by 
ALEXANDER SMITH. 2 vols. 

THE ADVENTURES OF RO- 
BINSON CRUSOE Edited 
from the Original Editions by 
J. W. CLARK, M.A. with a 
Vignette Title by J. E. Millais. 

THE REPUBLIC OF PLATO. 
Translated into English with Notes 
by J. LL DAVIES, M.A. and 
D. J. VAUGHAN, M.A. New 
Edition, with Vignette Portraits of 
Plato and Socrates engraved by 
Jeens from an Antique Gem. 

GOI^DON. — LETTERS 

from EGYPT, 1863—5. By 
LADY DUFF GORDON, riin/ 
Edition, Cr. Svo. cloth, 8j. 6</. 

GORST.— THE MAORI 

KING; or, the Story of our 
Quarrel with the Natives of New 
Zealand. By J. E. GORST, M. A. 
WithaPortraitofWilliam Thomp- 
son, and a Map of the Seat of 
War. Crown 8vo. lor. 6d, 

GREEN. — SPIRITUAL 

PHILOSOPHY, Founded on the 
Teaching of the late SAMUEL 
TAYLOR COLERIDGE. By 
the late JOSEPH HENRY 
GREEN, F. R. S. D. C. L. Edited, 
with a Memoir of the Author's 
Life, by JOHN SIMON, F.R.S. 
Two vols. Svo. cloth, price, 25J. 

GROVES.— A COMMEN- 
TARY ON THE BOOK OF 
GENESIS. For the Use of Stu- 
dents and Readers of the English 
Version of the Bible. By the 
Rev. H. C. GROVES, M.A, 
Crown 8vo. 9^. 



lO 



MACMILLAN AND CO:S 



GUIDE TO THE UNPRO- 
TECTED in Every Day Mat- 
ters relating to Property and 
Income. By a BANKER'S 
DAUGHTER. Second Editicn, 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 3/. 6^. 

HAMERTON.— A PAINT- 

ER\S CAMP IN THE HIGH- 
LANDS; and Thoughts about 
Art. By P. G. HAMERTON. 
2 vols, crown 8vo. 2IJ. 

HAMILTON. — THE RE- 
SOURCES OF A NATION. 
A Series of Essays. By ROW. 
LAND HAMILTON. 8vo. 
10/. 6^. 

HAMILTON.— On TRUTH 
and ERROR: Thoughts on the 
Principles of Truth, and the 
Causes and Effects of Error. By 
JOHN HAMILTON. Crown 
ovo. 5J, 

HARDWICK.— CHRIST 

AND OTHER MASTERS. A 
Historical Inquiry into some of 
the Chief Parallelisms and Con- 
trasts between Christianity and the 
Religious Systems of' the Ancient 
World. By the Ven. ARCH- 
DEACON HARDWICK. Neuf 
Edition^ revised, and a Prefatory 
Memoir by the Rev. FRANCIS 
PROCTER. Two vols, crown 
8vo. 15J. 

HARDWICK. — A HIS- 
TORY OF THE CHRISTIAN 
CHURCH, during the Middle 
Ages and the Reformation. (A.D. 
590—1600.) BvARCHDEACON 
HARDWICK. Two vols, crown 
8vo. 2 1 J. 

Vol. I. Second Edition, Edited 
by FRANCIS PROCTER, M.A. 
History from Gregory the Great to 
the Excommunication of Luther. 
With Maps. 



Vol IL Second Edition. His- 
tory of the Reformation of the 
Church. 

Each volume may be had sepa- 
rately. Price lox. (>d, 

HARDWICK. — TWENTY 
SERMONS FOR TOWN CON- 
GREGATIONS. Crown 8vo. 
dr. dd, 

HARE.— WORKS BY 

JULIUS CHARLES HARE, 
M.A. Sometime Archdeacon of 
Lewes, and Chaplain in Ordi- 
nary to the Queen. 

CHARGES DELIVERED 
durmg'the Years 1S40 to 1854. 
With Notes on the Principal 
Events affecting the Church 
during that period. With an 
Introduction, explanatory of his 
position in the Church with re- 
' ierence to the parties which divide 
it. 3 vols. 8vo. i/. I IX. dd, 

MISCELLANEOUS PAM- 
PHLETS on some of the Leadii^ 
Questions adtated in the Chui^ 
during the Years 1845 — ^51. 8vo. 
12/. 

THE VICTORY OF FAITH. 

THE MISSION OF THE COM- 
FORTER. Third Edition. With 
Notes, I2s. 

VINDICATION OF LUTHER. 
Second Edition, 8vo. *js, 

PARISH SERMONS. Second 
Series. 8vo. doth, 12s. 

SERMONS PREACHED ON 
PARTICULAR OCCASIONS. 
8vo. cloth, ITS. 

PORTIONS OF THE PSALMS 
IN ENGLISH VERSE. Selec- 
ted for Public Worship. i8mo. 
cloth, 2s, $d. 

The two following Books are 
included in the Three Volumet 
of Charges, but may be had sepa- 
rately. 



♦ ♦ 




LIST OF PUBLICATIONS. 



XI 



THE CONTEST WITH ROME. 
Second Edition. 8vo. cl. lOf. (id, 

CHARGES DELIVERED in the 
Years 1843, 1845, 1846. With 
an Introduction, dr. 6d, 

HEARN. — PLUTOLOGY ; 

or, the Theory of the Efforts to 
Satisfy Human Wants. By W. 
E. HEARN, LL.D. 8vo. 14J. 

HEBERT.— CLERICAL 

SUBSCRIPTION, an Inquiry 
into the Real Position of the 
Church and the Clergyin reference 
to— I. The Articles; II. The 
Liturgy; III. The Canons and 
Statutes. Bythe Rev. CHARLES 
HEBERT, M.A. F.R.S.L. Cr.* 
8vo. 7j. td, 

HEMMING.— AN ELE- 
MENTARY TREATISE ON 
THE DIFFERENTIAL AND 
INTEGRAL CALCULUS. By 
G. W. HEMMING, M. A. Second 
Edition, 8vo. 9x. 

HERVEY.— THE GENEA- 
LOGIES OF OUR LORD AND 
SAVIOUR JESUS CHRIST, 
as contained in the Gospels of 
St. Matthew and St. Luke, recon- 
ciled with each other, and shown 
to be in harmony with the true 
Chronology of the Times. By 
Lord ARTHUR HERVEY, 
M.A. 8vo. lar. td, 

HERVEY. — THE AAR- 
BERGS. By ROSAMOND 
HERVEY. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 
cloth, 2 1 J. 

HISTORICUS.— LETTERS 

ON SOME QUESTIONS OF 
INTERNATIONAL LAW. Re- 
printed from the Times, with con- 
siderable Additions. 8vo; 7j. 6^. 
Also, ADDITIONAL LET- 
TERS. 8vo. 2f. 6d. 



HODGSON.— MYTHO- 
LOGY FOR LATIN VERSI- 
FICATION : a Brief Sketch of 
the Fables of the Ancients, pre- 
pared to be rendered into Latin 
Verse for Schools. By F. HODG- 
SON, B.D. late Provost of Eton. 
New Edition, revised by F. C. 
HODGSON, M.A. i8mo. 3J. 

HOLE. — A BRIEF BIO- 
GRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. 
Compiled and Arranged by 
CHARLES HOLE, M.A. Tri- 
nity College, Cambridge. In 
Pott 8vo. (same size as the '* Gol- 
den Treasury Series") neatly and 
strongly bound, in cloth. Second 
Edition, Price 4s, 6d. 

HORNER.— The TUSCAN 

POET GIUSEPPE GIUSTI 
AND HIS TIMES. By SUSAN 
HORNER. Crown 8vo. 7j. 6d, 

HOWARD.— THE PENTA- 
TEUCH J or, the Five Books of 
Moses. Translated into English 
from the Version of the LaX. 
With Notes on its Omissions and 
Insertions, and also on the Pas- 
sages in which it differs from the 
AuUiorized Version. By the Hon. 
HENRY HOWARD, D.D. 
Crown 8vo. Genesis, i vol. 
Ss, 6d, ; Exodus and Leviticus, 
I vol. lor. 6d,; Numbers and 
Deuteronomy, i vol. loj. 6d, 

HUMPHRY. — THE* 

HUMAN SKELETON (includ- 
ing the JOINTS). By GEORGE 
MURRAY HUMPHRY, M.D. 
F. R. S. With Two Hundred and 
Sixty Illustrations drawn from 
Nature. Medium 8vo. i/. Ss, 

HUMPHRY. — THE 

HUMAN HAND AND THE 
HUMAN FOOT. With Nume- 
reus Illustrations. Fcp.8vo.4.r.6^. 
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HUXLEY. — LESSONS IN 
ELEMENTARY PHYSIOLO- 
GY. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. By T. H. HUXLEY, 
F.R.S. Professor of Natural His- 
tory in the Goveniment School of 
Mines. Uniform with Macmil- 
lan's School Class Books. 

HYDE.— HOW TO WIN 

OUR WORKERS. An Account 
of the Leeds Sewing School. By 
Mrs. HYDE. Fcap. 8vo. u. 6d, 

HYMNI ECCLESI^.— 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, yj. 6d, 

JAM EBON.— LIFE'S 
WORK, IN PREPARATION 
AND IN RETROSPECT. Ser- 
mons Preached before the Univer- 
sity of Cambridge. By the Rev. 
F. J. JAMESON, M.A. Fcap. 
8vo. IS. 6d. 

JAMESON.— BROTHERLY 
COUNSELS TO STUDENTS. 
Sermons preached in the Chapel 
of St. Catharine's College, Cam- 
bridge. By F. J. JAMESON, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. is, 6d, 

JANETS HOME.— A Novel. 

New Edition, Crown 8vo. df. 

JEVONS.— THE COAL 
QUESTION. ByW.STANLEY 
JEVONS, M.A. FeUowof Uni- 
versihr College, London. 8vo. 
icxr. 6d. 

JONES.— THE CHURCH 

of ENGLAND and COMMON 
SENSE. By HARRY JONES, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

JITYENAL.— JUVENAL, for 

Schools. With English Notes. 
By J. E. B. MAYOR, M.A. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 
* Rtf^nhUg, 



KEARY. — THE LITTLE 
WANDERLIN, and other 
Fairy Tales. By A. and E. 
KEARY. i8mo cloth, 3x. 6d. 

KINGSLEY.— WORKS BY 
THE REV. CHARLES KINGS- 
LEY, M.A. Rector of Eversley, 
and Professor of Modem History 
in the University of Cambridge : — 

THE ROMAN and the TEUTON. 
A Series of Lectures delivered 
before the University of Cam- 
bridge. 8vo. I2s. 

TWO YEARS AGO. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

' ' WESTWARD HO ! " Fifth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. 
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4J, 6d. 

HYPATIA; Fourth Edition. Cm. 
8vo. 6f. 

YEAST. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 
Svo. $s. 

MISCELLANIES. Second Edition. 
2 vols, crown 8vo. t^s. 

THE SAINTS TRAGEDY. Third 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

ANDROMEDA, and other Poems. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. $s. 

THE WATER BABIES, a Faiiv 
Tale for a Land Baby. With 
Two Illustrations by J. Noel 
Paton, R.S.A. New Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s. . 

GLAUCUS : or, the Wonders of 
the Shore. New and Illustrated 
Edition^ containing beautifully 
Coloured Illustrations. 5J-. 

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fairy 

Tales for my Children. With 
Eight Illustrations. Neiu Edition. 
i8mo. y: 6d. 
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VILLAGE SERMONS. Sixth 
. Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d. 

THE GOSPEL OF THE PEl^- 
TATEUCH. Second Edition, 
Fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6d, 

GOOD NEWS OF GOD. Third 
Edition, Fcap, 8vo 6j. 

SERMONS FOR THE TIMES. 
Third Edition, Fcap. 8vo. y, 6d. 

TOWN AND COUNTRY SER- 
MONS. Fcap. 8vo. 6^. 

SERMONS ON NATIONAL 
SUBJECTS. First Series. Second 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. ^s, 

SERMONS ON NATIONAL 
SUBJECTS. Second Series. 
Second Edition. Fcap, 8vo. $s, 

ALEXANDRIA AND HER 
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THE LIMITS OF EXACT 
SCIENCE AS APPLIED TO 
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sity of Cambridge. Crown 8vo. 
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PH AETHON ; or Loose Thoughts 
for Loose Thinkers. Third Edition, 
Crown 8vo. 2s. 

DAVID.— Four Sermons— David's 
Weakness — David's Strength — 
David's Anger — David's Deserts. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d, 

KINGSLEY. —AUSTIN 

ELLIOT. By HENRY KINGS- 
LEY, Author of "Ravenshoe," 
&c. JVew Edition, Crown 8vo. 
6s, 

KINGSLEY. — THE RE- 
COLLECTIONS OF GEOF- 
FREY HAMLYN. By HENRY 
KINGSLEY. Second Edition. 
Crown Svoi dr. 



KINGSLEY.— THE HILL- 

YARS AND THE BUR- 
TONS : a Story of Two Families. 
By HENRY KINGSLEY. j 
vols, crown 8vo. cloth, i/. lis, 6a, 

KINGSLEY.— RAVENSHOE. 
By HENRY KINGSLEY. New 
Edition, Crown 8vo. 6j. 

KINGTON.— HISTORY of 

FREDERICK the SECOND, 
Emperor of the Romans. By 
T. L. KINGTON, M. A. 2 vols. 
demy8vo. 32J. 

KIRCHHOFF. — RE- 
SEARCHES on the SOLAR 
SPECTRUM and the SPEC- 
TRA of the CHEMICAL ELE- 
MENTS. By G. KIRCHHOFF, 
of Heidelberg. Translated by 
HENRY E. ROSCOE, B.A. 
4to. 5j. Also the Second Part. 
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LANCASTER — ECLOGUES 
AND MONO-DRAMAS ; or, a 
Collection of Verses. By WIL- 
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fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d. 

LANCASTER. — PRiETE- 
RITA : Poems. By WILLIAM 
LANCASTER. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
4r. 6d. 

LANCASTER — STUDIES 

IN VERSE. By WILLIAM 
LANCASTER. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
doth, 4r. 6d, 

LATHAM. — THE CON- 
STRUCTION of WROUGHT- 
IRON BRIDGES, embracing the 
Practical Application of the Prin- 
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Iron Girder Work. By J. H. 
LATHAM, Esq. Civil Engineer. 
8vo. With nmnerous detail Plates. 
Second Edition, \Pr^aring^ 
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LECTURES TO LADIES 
ON PRACTICAL SUBJECTS. 
Third Edition^ revised. Crown 
8vo. 7/. 6d, 

LEMON. — LEGENDS OF 

NUMBER NIP. By MARK 
LEMON. With Six lUustni- 
tions by Charles Keene. Extra 
fcap. 5j. 

LESLEY'S GUARDIANS : 
A Novel. By CECIL HOME. 
3 vols, crown 8vo. 31J. 6d, 

LIGHTFOOT. — ST. 

PAULS EPISTLE TO THE 
GALATIANS. A Revised Text, 
with Notes and Dissertations. 
By J. D. LIGHTFOOT, D.D. 
8vo. cloth, icxr. 6d, 

LOWELL. — FIRESIDE 

TRAVELS. By TAMES RUS- 
SELL LOWELL, Author of 
"The Biglow Papers.** Fcap. 
8vo. 41. did, 

LUDLOW and HUGHES.— 

A SKETCH of the HISTORY 
' of the UNITED STATES from 
Independence to Secession. By 
J. M. LUDLOW, Author of 
" British India, its Races and its 
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To which is added, THE 
STRUGGLE FOR KANSAS. 
BvTHOMAS HUGHES, Author 
of " Tom Brown^s School Days," 
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Crown 8vo. 8j. 6d, 



LUDLOW.— BRITISH 

INDIA ; its Races, and its His- 
tory, down to 1857. By JOHN 
MALCOLM LUDLOW, Bar- 
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MALCOLM LUDLOW, a vols, 
fcap. 8vo. cloth, 141. 

LUSHINGTON.— THE 

ITALIAN WAR 1848-9, and 
the Last Italian Poet By the 
late HENRY LUSHINGTON. 
With a Biographical Preface by 
G. S. Venables. Crown 8vo. 
dr. 6^. 

LYTTELTON.— THE 

COMUS OF MILTON rendered 
into Greek Verse. By LORD 
LYTTELTON. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
Second Edition, ^s, 

MACKENZIE.— THE 
CHRISTIAN CLERGY of the 
FIRST TEN CENTURIES, 
and their Influence on European 
Civilization. By HENRY MAC- 
KENZIE, B. A. Scholar of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo. 
6j. 6d, 

MACLAREN.— SERMONS 

PREACHED AT MANCHES- 
TER. By ALEXANDER MAC- 
LAREN. Second Edition, Fcp. 
8vo. 41. 6d, A second Series in 
the Press. 

MACLEAR.— A HISTORY 
OF CHRISTIAN MISSIONS 
DURING THE MIDDLE 
AGES. By G. F. MACLEAR, 
M.A. Crown 8vo. lar. 6d. 

MACLEAR. — THE WIT- 
NESS OF THE EUCHARIST; 
or, The Institution and Early 
Celebration of the Lord's Supper, 
considered as an Evidence of the 
Historical Truth of the Gospel 
Narrative and of the Atonement. 
Crown 8vo. 4^. 6d, 
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MACLEAR. — A CLASS- 
BOOK OF OLD TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY. By the 
Rev. G. F. MACLEAR, M.A. 
With Four Maps. Second Edi- 
tion. iSmo. cloth, 4r. dd. 

MACLEAR. — A CLASS- 
BOOK OF NEW TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY, including 
the connexion of the Old and 
New Testament. 

MACMILLAN. — FOOT- 
NOTES FROM THE PAGE 
OF NATURE. By the Rev. 
HUGH MACMILLAN, 
F. R. S. E. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Fcap. 8vo. 5J. 

MACMILLAISPS MAGA- 
ZINE. Published Monthly, price 
One Shilling. Volumes I. — XII. 
are now ready, 7j. dd, each. 

McCOSH.— The METHOD 
of the DIVINE GOVERN- 
MENT, Physical and Moral. 
By JAMES McCOSH, LL.D. 
Eighth Edition, 8vo. lor. 6^. 

McCOSH.— THE SUPER- 
NATURAL IN RELATION 
TO THE NATURAL. By 
JAMES McCOSH, LL.D. 
Crown 8vo. *js, dd. 

McCOSH. — THE INTUI- 
TIONS OF THE MIND. By 
JAMES McCOSH, LL.D. A 
New Edition. 8vo. cloth, lOf. dd. 

McCOSH. — A DEFENCE 

OF FUNDAMENTAL 
TRUTH, BEING A REVIEW 
OF THE PHILOSOPHY OF 
MR. STUART MILL. By 
JAMES McCOSH, LL.D. Cr. 
8vo. \In the press. 



McCOY.— C O N T R I B U- 

TIONS TO BRITISH PALAE- 
ONTOLOGY; or, First DescriiJ- 
tions of several hundred Fossil 
Radiata, Articulata, Mollusca, and 
Pisces, from the Tertiary, Creta- 
ceous, Oolitic, and Palaeozoic 
Strata of Great Britain. With 
numerous Woodcuts. By FRED. 
McCOY, F.G.S. Professor of 
Natural History in the University 
of Melbourne. 8vo. 9^. 
MANSFIELD. — PARA- 
GUAY, BRAZIL, AND THE 
PLATE. With a Map, and nume- 
rous Woodcuts. By CHARLES 
MANSFIELD, M.A. With a 
Sketch of his Life. By the 
Rev. CHARLES KINGSLEY. 
Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d, 

MANSFIEL D. — A 

THEORY OF SALTS. A 
Treatise on the Constitution of 
Bipolar (two membered) Chemi- 
cal Compounds. By the late 
CHARLIES BLANCHFORD 
MANSFIELD. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, price 141. 

MARRIED BENEATH 
HIM. By the Author of " Lost 
Sir Massingberd." 3 vols, crown 
8vo. cloth, i/. lis, 6d, 

MARRINER. — SERMONS 
PREACHED at LYME REGIS. 
By E, T. MARRINER, Curate. 
Fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6d, 

MARSTON.— A LADY IN 

HER OWN RIGHT. By WEST- 
LAND MARSTON. Crown 8vo. 

MARTIN.— THE STATES- 
MAN'S YEAR BOOK for 1866. 
A Statistical, Genealogical, and 
Historical Account of the Civilized 
World for the Year 1866. By 
FREDERICK MARTIN. Cr. 
8vo. lar. 6d, 
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MARTIN. — STORIES OF 
BANKS AND BANKERS. By 
FREDERICK MARTIN. Fcp. 
8vo. cloth, 31. dd, 

MARTIN.— THE LIFE OF 
JOHN CLARE. By FREDE- 
RICK MARTIN. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 7/. dd. 

MASS ON.— ESSAYS, 
BIOGRAPHICAL and CRITI- 
CAL; chiefly on the English 
Poets. By DAVID MASSON, 
M.A. 8vo. 12/. dd. 

MASSON.— BRITISH 

NOVELISTS AND THEIR 
STYLES ; being a Critical Sketch 
of the History of British Prose 
Fiction. By DAVID MASSON, 
M. A. Crown 8vo. 7/. dd. 

MASSON.— LIFE of JOHN 

MILTON, narrated in Connadon 
with the Political, Ecclesiastical, 
and Literary History of his Time. 
Vol. I. with Portraits. 18/. 

MASSON.— RECENT 
BRITISH PHILOSOPHY. A 
Review, ^nth Criticisms. By 
DAVID MASSON. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 7/. (id, 

MAURICE.— WORKS BY 
THE REV. FREDERICK 
DENISON MAURICE, M.A. 

THE CLAIMS OF THE BIBLE 
AND OF SCIENCE; a Corrc- 
fpondencc on some questions re- 
flecting the Pentateuch. Crown 
ovo. 41. dd. 

DIALOGUES on FAMILY WOR- 
SHIP. Crown 8vo. 6/. 

EXPOSITORY DISCOURSES 
on the Holy Scripturei : — 



THE PATRIARCHS and LAW- 
GIVERS of the OLD TESTA- 
MENT. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. dr. 

This volmne contains Discourses on 
the Pentateuch, Joshua, Judges, 
and the beginning of the First 
Book of Samuel 

THE PROPHETS and KINGS of 
the OLD TESTAMENT. Second 
Edition, Crown 8vo, lor. 6«/. 

This volume contains Discounes on 
Samuel I. and II., Kings I. and IL 
Amos, Joel, Hosea, Isaiah, Micah, 
Nahimi, Habakkuk, Jerenadah. and 
EzekieL 

THE GOSPEL OF THE KING- 
DOM OF GOD. A Series of 
Lectures on the Gospel of St 
Luke. Crown 8vo. 9/. 

THE GOSPEL OF ST. JOHN ; 
a Series of Discourses. Second 
Edition. Crown Svo. lou. 6d. 

THE EPISTLES OF ST. JOHN ; 
a Series of Lectures on Chritlian 
Ethics. Crown Svo. *js, 6d, 

EXPOSITORY SERMONS ON 
THE PRAYER-BOOK :— 

THE ORDINARY SERVICES. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. 5#. dd. 

THE CHURCH A FAMILY. 
Twelve Sermons on the Occm- 
sional Services. Fcap. Svo. 41. 6d. 

LECTURES ON THE APO- 
CALYPSE, or, Book of the 
Revelation of St John the ^vine. 
Crown Svo. lor. 6d. 

WHAT IS REVELATION T A 
Series of Sermons on the Eptphaiiy, 
to which are added Letters to a 
Theological Student on the Bamp- 
ton Lectures of Mr. Mamssl. 
Crown Svo. lor. 6d, 
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SEQUEL TO THE INQUIRY, 
'-WHAT IS REVELATION?" 
Letters in Reply to Mr. Mansel's 
Examination of " Strictures on 
the Bampton Lectures. " Crown 
8vo. 6j. 

LECTURES ON ECCLESIAS- 
TICAL HISTORY. 8vo. lor. 6rf. 

THEOLOGICAL ESSAYS. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
lOr. 6^, 

THE DOCTRINE OF SACRI- 
FICE DEDUCED FROM THE 
SCRIPTURES. Cr. 8vo. yj. 6^ 

THE RELIGIONS OF THE 
WORLD, and their Relations to 
Christianity. Fourth Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

ON THE LORD'S PRAYER. 
Fourth Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 
2s. 6d, 

ON THE SABBATH DAY; the 
Character of the Warrior ;«and 
on the Interpretation of History. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2j. 6d, 

LEARNING AND WORKING. 
— Six Lectures on the Foundation 
of Colleges for Working Men. 
Crown 8vo. $s. 

THE INDIAN CRISIS. Five 
Sermons. Crown 8vo. 2J. 6d, 

LAW'S REMARKS ON THE 
FABLE OF THE BEES. With 
an Introduction by F. D. MAU- 
RICE, 1^.A. Fcap. 8vo. 4r. 6d, 

MAYOR.— AUTOBIOGRA- 
PHY OF MATTHEW ROBIN- 
SON. ByJOHN KB. MAYOR, 
M.A. Fcp. 8va 5j. ^ 

MAYOR. — EARLY STA- 
TUTES of ST. JOHN'S COL- 
LEGE, CAMBRIDGE. With 

. Notes. Royal 8vo. i&r. 

MELIBCEUS IN LONDON. 
: ByJAMES PAYN, M.A. Fcap. 
8vo. 2s, 6d, 



MERIVALE. — SALLUST 
FOR SCHOOLS. By C. MERI- 
VALE, B. D. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 4r. 6d. 

\* The Jugurtha and the Catalina 
may be had separately, price 
2s, 6d, each. 

MERIVALE.— KEATS' 

HYPERION Rendered into Latin 
Verse. By C. MERIVALE, B.D. 
Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
$f. 6d, 

MISS RUSSELL'S HOBBY. 

A Novel. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 
cloth, izr. 

MOOR COTTAGE.— A Talc 

of Home Life. By the Author 
of "Little Estella.^' Crown 8vo. 
6s, 

M.OORHOUSE. — SOME 
MODERN DIFFICULTIES 
respecting the FACTS of NA- 
TURE and REVELATION. 
By JAMES MOORHOUSE, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

MORGAN. — A COLLEC- 
TION OF MATHEMATICAL 
PROBLEMS and EXAMPLES. 
By H. A. MORGAN, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 6d, 

MORSK— WORKING FOR 

GOD, and other Practical Ser- 
mons. By FRANCIS MORSi;, 
. M.A. Second Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 

MORTLOCK. — CHRISTI- 
ANITY AGREEABLE TO 
REASON. By the Rev. ED- 
MUND MORTLOCK, B.D. 
Second Edition. Fcap. . 8vo. 
3^. 6d, 
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NAVILLE. — THE HEA- 
VENLY FATHER. By ER- 
NEST NAVILLE, Correspond- 
iz>g Member of the Institute of 
France, tsA formeilT Pro&ssorof 
Philosophy in the Unirenaty of 
Geneva. Translated by HENRY 
IX)WNTON, M.A. Extra fcap. 
Svo. 7/. dd. 

NOEL.— BEHIND THE 

VEIL, and other Poems. By the 
Hon. RODEN NOEL. Fcap. 

8ro. ^s. 

NORTHERN CIRCUIT. 

Brief Notes of Travel in Sweden, 
Finland, and Rusna. With a 
Frontispiece. Crown 8ro. 51. 

NORTON— THE LADY of 

LA GARAYE. By the Hon. 

i Mrs. NORTON. With Vignette 

and Frontispiece. New Edit.\s,()d. 

O'BRIEN— An ATTEMPT 
to EXPLAIN and ESTABUSH 
< the DOCTRINE of JUSTIFI- 
; CATION BY FAITH ONLY. 
By JAMES THOS. O'BRIEN, 
D.D. Bishop of CHsory. Third 
Edition, Svo. 12s, 

O'BRIEN.— CHARGE deU- 

vered at the Visitation in 1863. 
Second Edition. Svo. 2/. 

OLIPH ANT— AGNES 
HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS 
AND HOLIDAYS. By MRS. 
OLIPHANT. Royal i6mo.cloth, 

filt leaves. 3/. dd, 
JVER. — LESSONS IN 

ELEMENTARY BOTANY. 
With nearly 200 Illustrations. 
By DANIEL OLIVER, F.R.S. 
F.L.S. i8mo. 4f. 6^. 
OPP EN.— FRENCH 

READER, for the Use of Col- 
leges and Schools. By EDWARD 
A. OPPEN. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 
4/. 6</. 



OR^VELL.— The BISHOPS 

WALK AND THE BISHOPS 
TIMES. Poems on the Days of 
Archbishop Lesghton and the 
Scx3ttishCovenanL By ORWELL. 
Fcap. Svo. 5J. 

OUR YEAR. — A Chfld's 

Book, in Prose and Vers^ By 
the Author of ''Jc^m Halifax, 

Gentleman.^ Ulustzated by 
Clarence Dobkt.t.. Royal 
l6mo. doth, 31. 6^ 

PALGRAVK— HISTORY 

OF NORMANDY AND OF 
ENGLAND. By Sir FRANCIS 
PALGRAVE. Completing the 
History to the Death of William 
Rulos. Vols. L to IV. Svo. 
eadi2ix. 

PALGRAVK— A NARRA- 
TIVE OF A YEAR'S JOUR- 
NEY THROUGH CENTRAL 
AND EASTERN ARABIA, 
1862-3. By WILLIAM GIF- 
F ARD PALGRAVE (kte of the 
Eighth Regiment Bombay N.L). 
TTurd Edition, 2 you. Svo. 
doth. 2&r. 

PALGRAVE.— ESSAYS ON 
ART. By FRANCIS TUR- 
NER PALGRAVE, M. A. late 
Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford. 
Mulready — Dyce — Holman Hnnt 
— Herbert — Poetry, Prose, and 
Sensationalism in Art — Sculptore 
in Ei^land— The Albert Croei, 
&C. Extra fcap. Svo. (Uniform 
with " Arnold's Essays.") 

PAIX^RAVE. — SONNETS 

AND SONGS. By WILLIAM 
SHAKESPEARE. Gem Edi- 
TION. Edited by F. T PAL- 
GRAVE, M.A. With Vignette 
Title by Jeens, 3^. 6d. 
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PALMER.— THE BOOK of 

PRAISE : from the Best English 
, Hymn Writers. Selected and 
arranged byROUNDELL PAL- 
MER. With Vignette by WooL- 
NER. Pott 8vo. 41. ()d. Large 
Type Edition^ demy 8yo. icxr. ()d, ; 
morocco, 281. 

PARKINSON.— A TREA- 

TISE ON ELEMENTARY 
, MECHANICS. For the Use of 
the Junior Classes at the Univer- 
sity and the Higher Classes in 
' Schools. With a Collection of 
. Examples. By S. PARKIN- 
SON, B.D. Third Edition, re- 
vised. Crown 8vo. 9^. td, 

PARKINSON.— A TREA- 
TISE ON OPTICS. By S. 
PARKINSON, B.D. Crown 
8vo. lOf. (id, 

PATERgON. —TREATISE 

ON THE FISHERY LAWS 
of the UNITED KINGDOM, 
including the Laws of Angling. 
By JAMES PATERSON, M. A. 
Crown 8vo. lar. 

PATMORE.— The ANGEL 

IN THE HOUSE. Book L 
The Betrothal.— Book II. The 
Espousals. — Book III. Faithful 
for Ever. With Tamerton Church 
Tower. By COVENTRY PAT- 
MORE. 2 vols. fcap. 8vo. I2j. 
%* A New and Cheap Edition, in 
I vol. i8mo. beautifully Drinted 
on toned paper, price zs, Od, 

PATMORE. — THE VIC- 
TORIES OF LOVE. Fcap. 
8vo. 4s. 6d. 

' PAULI. — PICTURES OF 

OLD ENGLAND. By Dr. 
REINHOLD PAULI. Trans- 
lated by E. C. OTTE. Crcwn 
8vo. 8r. 6d, 



PEEL.— JUDAS MACCA- 
BiEUS. An Heroic Poem. By 
EDMUND PEEL. Fcap. 8vo. 
7j. 6d, 

PHEAR.— ELEMENTARY 
HYDROSTATICS. By J. B. 
PHEAR, M. A. Third Edifion. 
Crown 8vo. tys. 6d, 

PHILLIMORK-PRIVATE 
LAW among the ROMANS. 
From the Pandects. By JOHN 
GEORGE PHILLIMORE,Q.C. 
8vo. I dr. 

PHILLIPS.— LIFE on the 

EARTH : its Origin and Succes- 
sion. By JOHN PHILLIPS, 
M.A. LL.D.F.R.S. WithlUus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. 6s, 6d, 

PHILOLOGY.— The JOUR- 
NAL OF SACRED AND 
CLASSICAL PHILOLOGY. 
Four vols. 8vo. 12s, 6d. each. 

PLATO.— The REPUBLIC 

OF PLATO. Translated into 
English, with Notes. By Two 
Fellows of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge (J. LI. Davies, M.A. and 
D. J. Vaughan,M.A.). WithVig- 
nette Portraits of Plato and So- 
crates engraved by Jeens from an 
Antique Gem. (Golden Treasury 
Series). Niew Edifion, iSmo. 4s.6d. 

PLATONIC DIALOGUES, 

The. For English Readers. By 
W. WHEWELL, D.D. F.R.S. 
Master of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, Vol. I. Second Edition, 
containing The Socratic Dialogues, 
fcap. 8vo. 7^. dd. Vol. II. con- 
tiuning The Anti-Sophist Diaj 
logues, dr. 6</. Vol. III. con- 
taining The Republic, *js, 6d, 

PLEA for a NEW ENGLISH 
VERSION of THE SCRIP- 
TURES. By a Licentiate of the 
Church of Scotland, ^vo. 6x. 
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POTTER.— A VOICE from 
the CHURCH in AUSTRA- 
UA : Sermons preached in Mel- 
bourne. By the Rev. ROBERT 
POTTER, M.A. Extra fcap, 
8vo. 4r. 6d, 

PRATT.— TREATISE ON 

ATTRACTIONS, La Place's 
FUNCTIONS, andtheFIGURE 
of the EARTH. By J. H. 
PRATT, M.A. Second Ediiwn, 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 6d, 

PROCTER.— A HISTORY 
of the BOOK OF COMMON 
PRAYER : with a Rationale of 
its Offices. By FRANCIS 
PROCTER, M.A. Fifth Edi- 
Hon, revised and enlarged. Cr. 
8vo. lor. 6d. 

PROCTER.— An ELEMEN- 
TARY HISTORY of the BOOK 
of COMMON PRAYER. By 
FRANCIS PROCTER, M.A. 
i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

PROPERTY and INCOME. 
-^OUIDE to the UNPROTEC- 
TED in Matters relating to Pro- 
perty and Income. Second Edi- 
tion, Crown 8vo. 3J. 6d, 

PUCKLE.— AN ELEMEN- 
TARY TREATISE on CONIC 
SECTIONS and ALGEBRAIC 
GEOMETRY,especially designed 
for the Use ol Schools and 
Beginners. By G. HALE 
PUCKLE, M.A. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. *js, 6d, 

RAMSAY. —THE CATE- 

CHISER^S MANUAL; or, the 
Church Catechism illustrated and 
explained, for the Use of Clerg 
men, Schoolmasters, and Tea( 
crs. By ARTHUR RAMSAY, 
M.A. Second Edition, iSmo. 
U, dd. 



RAWLINSON.— ELEMEN- 
TARY STATICS. By G. 
RAWLINSON, M.A. Edited 
bv EDWARD STURGES,M.A. 
Crown 8vo. 4r. dd, 

RAYS of SUNLIGHT for 

DARK DAYS. A Book of 
Selections for the Suffering. With 
a Prefece by C. J. VAUGHAN, 
D.D. l8mo. New Edition, 
5f. 6^. ; morocco, old style, 9/. 

REYNOLDS.— A SYSTEM 

OF MEDICINE. To be com- 
pleted in Three Volumes, 8vo. 
Edited by J. RUSSELL REY- 
NOLDS, M.D. F.RC.P. Lon- 
don, The First Volume will con- 
tain : — PART I. — General 
Diseases, or Affections of the 
Whole System. § I.— Those de- 
termined by agents op^ting fixnn 
without, such as the exanthemata, 
malarial diseases, and their allies. 
§ IL — ^Those determined by con- 
. ditions existing within the body, 
such as Gout, Rheumatism, Rick- 
ets,- &c. PART IL— Local 
Diseases, or Affections of Par- 
ticular Systems. §L — ^Diseases 
of the Skin. \In the Press, 

REYNOLDS.— NOTES OF 
THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. A 
Selection of Sermons by HENRY 
ROBERT REYNOLDS, B.A. 
President ot Cheshunt Collqge, 
and Fellow of University Cdl^e^ 
London. Crown 8yo. doth, pnce 

ROBERTS.— DISCUS- 
SIONS ON THE GOSPELS. 
By REV. ALEXANDER RO- 
BERTS, D.D. Second Edition, 
revised and enlarged. 8vo. doth, 
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ROBY.— AN ELEMEN- 
TARY LATIN GRAMMAR, 
By H. J. ROBY, M.A. i8mo. 
2s, 6d, 

ROBY.— STORY OF A 

HOUSEHOLD, and Other 
Poems. By MARY K. ROBY. 
Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

ROMANIS.— SERMONS 

PREACHED at ST. MARY'S, 
READING. By WILLIAM 
ROMANIS, M. A. Firs/ Series. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6^. Also, Second 
Series. 6s. 

ROSSETTL— GOBLIN 

MARKET, and other Poems. 
By CHRISTINA ROSSETTL 
With Two Designs by D. G. 
RossETTi. Second Ediiion. Fcap. 
8vo. 5^. 

ROSSETTL— THE 

PRINCE'S PROGRESS, and 
other Poems. By CHRISTINA 
ROSSETTL With Two Designs 
by D. G. RossETTi. 

ROSSETTL — DANTE'S 

COMEDY: The ffeli. Trans- 
lated into Literal Blank Verse. 
By W. M. ROSSETTL Fcap. 
8vo. cloth. 5j. 

ROUTH.— TREATISE ON 
DYNAMICS OF RIGID BO- 
DIES. With Numerous Exam- 
ples. By E. J. ROUTH, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. lOf. 6^. 
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preached before the University of 
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ROWSELL. — MAN'S 
LABOUR and GOD'S HAR- 
VEST. Sermons preached be- 
fore the University of Cambridge 
in Lent, i86i. Fcap, 8vo. 

RUFFINI. — VINCENZO ; 
or, SUNKEN ROCKS. By 
JOHN RUFFINL Three vols, 
crown 8vo. 3IJ. 6d, 

RUTH and her FRIENDS. 
A Story for Girls. With a Fron- 
tispiece. Fourth Edition, Royal 
i6mo. 3^. 6d, 

SCOURING of the WHITE 
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Doyle. Eighth Thousand. Imp, 
i6mo. 8kr. 6d, 

SELWYN.— THE WORK 

of CHRIST in the WORLD. 
By G. A SELWYN, D.d. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo- 
2s. 

SHAKESPEARE.— THE 
WORKS OF WILLIAM 
SHAKESPEARE. Edited by 
WM. GEORGE CLARK, M.A. 
and W. ALDIS WRIGHT, 
M. A. Vols. I to 8, 8vo. lOf. 6d. 
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SHAKESPEARE.— THE 

COMPLETE WORKS OF 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
The Globe Edition. Edited by 
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WRIGHT. Fifty-first Thousand. 
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SHAKESPEARE. — SON- 
NETS AND SONGS. By 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
Edited by FRANCIS TURNER 
PALGRAVE, M.A. The Gem 
Edition. With Vignette Title, 
price 3J. 6d, 

SHAKESPEARFS TEM- 

PEST. With Glossarial and Ex- 
planatory Notes. By the Rev. T. 
M. JEPHijON. i8mo. 3^. 6/ 

SHAIRP. — KILMAHOE : 

and other Poems. By J. CAMP- 
BELL SHAIRP. Fcap. 8vo. 5/. 

SHIRLEY.— ELIJAH; Four 
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Horcb. By W. W. SHIRLEY, 
D.D. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

SIMEON.— STRAY NOTES 
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CORNWALL SIMEON. Cr. 
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' WILLIAM SIMPSON, M.A. 

Fourth Edition, Fcp. 8vo. 3^. 6d, 
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BRIDGE. By A DON. Crown 
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, ANDER SMITH. Fcap. 8vo. 
2s, 6d, 

SMITH. — CITY POEMS. 
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Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

SMITH.— EDWIN OF 
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ALEX ANDER SMITH. F(»p. 
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SOUTHERN INDEPEN- 

DENCE ASSOCIATION. By 
GOLDWIN SMITH. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 2J. 

SMITH. — ARITHMETIC 

AND ALGEBRA. By BAR- 
NARD SMITH, M.A. Ninth 
Edition, Cr. 8vo. cloth, lox. dd. 

SMITH. — ARITHMETIC 
for the USE of SCHOOLS. 
New Edition, Crown 8vo. 4/. dd, 

SMITH.— A KEY to the 
ARITHMETIC for SCHOOLS. 
Second Edition, Crown 8vo. 
%s. 6d, 

SMITH.— EXERCISES IN 

ARITHMETIC. By BAR- 
NARD SMITH. With Answers. 
Crown 8vo. limp cloth, 2s. 6d, 
Or sold separately, as follows im- 
part I. IS, Part II. IS. Answers. 
6d. 

SMITH.— SCHOOL CLASS 

BOOK of ARITHMETIC. By 
BARNARD SMITH. i8mo. 
cloth, y. Or sold separately, 
Parts I. and II. lod. each. Part 
IIL is. 

SMITH.— KEYS TO 
SCHOOL CLASS BOOK OF 
ARITHMETIC. By BAR- 
NARD SMITH. Complete in 
One Volume, i8mo. 6s. 6d. ; or 
Parts I. II. and III. 2s, 6d. each. 

SMITH.— A One Shilling 

BOOK of ARITHMETIC for 
NATIONAL and ELEMEN- 
TARY SCHOOLS. By BAR- 
NARD SMITH. i8mo. cloth. 
SNOWBALL.— THE ELE- 

MENTS of PLANE and SPHE- 
RICAL TRIGONOMETRY. 
By J. a SNOWBALL, M.A. 
Tenth Edition, Crown 8vo. ^s,6d, 
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SPRING SONGS. — By a 

WEST HIGHLANDER. With 
a Vignette Illustration by GouR- 
LAY Steele. Fcap. 8vo. u. 6^. 

STEPHEN. — GENERAL 
VIEW of the CRIMINAL LAW 
of ENGLAND. By T. FITZ- 
JAMES STEPHEN. 8vo. iSj. 

STORY.— MEMOIR of the 

Rev. ROBERT STORY. By 
R. H. STORY. Crown 8vo. *js, 6d, 

STRICKLAND.— ON COT- 
TAGE CONSTRUCTION and 
DESIGN. By C. W. STRICK- 
LAND. With Specifications and 
Plans. Svo. yj. o</. 

SWAINSON. — A HAND- 
BOOK to BUTLER'S ANA- 
LOGY. ByC. A. SWAINSON, 
D.D. Crown Svo. is, 6d, 

SWAINSON.— TheCREEDS 

of the CHURCH in their RE- 
LATIONS to HOLY SCRIP- 
TURE and the CONSCIENCE 
of the CHRISTIAN. Svo. 
cloth, gj*. 

SWAINSON.— TheAUTHO- 
RITY of the NEW TESTA- 
MENT, and other Lectures, 
delivered before the Univeraity of 
Cambridge. Svo. cloth, I7s, 

TACITUS.— The HISTORY 

of TACITUS translated into 
ENGLISH. By A. J. CHURCH, 
M.A., and W, J. BRODRIBB, 
M.A. With a Map and Notes, 
Svo. lOr. (>d, 

TAIT AND STEELK— A 

TREATISE ON DYNAMICS, 
with numerous Examples. By 
P. G. TAIT and W. J. STEELE. 
Second Edition, Crown Svo, 
icxr. 6d, 



TAYLOR.— WORDS AND 
PLACES ; or, Etymological Illus- 
trations of History, Ethnology, 
and Geography. By the Rev. 
ISAAC TAYLOR. Second Edi^ 
Hon, Cro\i*n Svo. I2J, i>d. 

TAYLOR.— THE RESTO- 

RATION OF BELIEF. ]^Iew 
and Revised Edition. By ISAAC 
TAYLOR, Esq. Crown Svo, 

TAYLOR.— BALLADS 

AND SONGS OF BRIT- 
TANY. By TOM TAYLOR, 
With Illustrations by TissoT, 
MiLLAis, Tenniel, keene, and 
H. K. Browne. Small 4to. 
cloth gilt, I2J-. 

TAYLOR. — GEOMETRI- 

CALCONICS. ByC.TAYLOR, 
B.A, Crown Svo. *js, 6d, 

TEMPLE. — SERMONS 

PREACHED in the CHAPEL 
of RUGBY SCHOOL. By F. 
TEMPLE, D.D, Svo. lor. 6d. 

THORPE.— DIPLOMATA- 

RIUM ANGLICUM MVl 
SAXONICI. A Collection of 
ENGLISH CHARTERS, from 
the Reign of King ^Ethelberht of 
Kent, A.D. DC.V. to that of 
William the Conqueror. With 
a Translation of the Anglo-Saxon. 
By BENJAMIN THORPE, 
Member of the Royal Academy 
of Sciences, Munich. Svo. cloth, 
price 2 1 J, 

THRING.— A CONSTRU- 
ING BOOK Compiled by 
EDWARD THRING, M.A. 
Fcap, Svo. 2J, 6d, 
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THRING.— A LATIN GRA- 
DUAL. A First Latin Constru- 
ing Book for Beginners. Fcap. 
8vo. 2s. ()d. 

THRING.— THE ELE- 
MENTS of GRAMMAR taught 
in ENGLISH. Third Edi&fu 
iSmo. zs. 

THRING.— THE CHILD'S 

GRAMMAR. A New Edition, 
i8mo. is. 

THRING. — SERMONS 
DELIVEREDatUPPINGHAM 
SCHOOL. Crown 8vp. 5/. 

THRING.— SCHOOL 

SONGS. With the Music ar- 
ranj^cfl for four Voices. Edited 
by the Rev. EDWD. THRING, 
M.A. ami H. RICCIUS. SmaU 
folio, *js. ()d. 

TIIRINC;. — EDUCATION 
and SCHOOIv. By the Re\\ 
EDWARD THRING, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. ()s. Gd. 

THRU??.— The SONG of 

S(;NC;S. A New Translation, 
with a Commentary and an In- 
troduction. By the Rev. J. F. 
THRU PP. Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

THRUPP. — ANTIENT 

JERUSALEM : a New Investi- 
gallon into the History,* Topo- 
graphy, and Plan of the City, 
Environs, and Temple. With 
Map and Plans. 8vo. 15J. 

THRUPP. — INTRODUC- 
TK^N to the STUDY and USE 
of the PSALMS. 2 vols. 2ij. 

THRUPP — PSALMS AND 

HYMNS for PUBLIC WOR- 
SHIP. Selected and Edited by 
the Rev. J. F. THRUPP, M.A. 
i8mo. 2s. common paper, is. 4^. 



TOCQUEVILLE. — M& 

MOIR, LETTERS, and RE- 
MAINS of ALEXIS DE TOC- 
QUEVILLE. Translated from 
UM French by the Translator of 
"Napoleon's Correspondence with 
King Joseph," With Numerous 
additions, 2 vols, crown 8vo. 

2 IX. 

TODD.— THE BOOKS OF 

THE VAUDOIS. The Walden- 
sian Manuscripts preserved in the 
Library of Trmity College, Dub* 
lin, with an Appendix by JAMES 
HENTHORy TODD, D.D. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

TODHUNTER. — WORKS 

by ISAAC TODHUNTER, 
M. A* F.R. S. 

EUCLID FOR COLLEGES 
AND SCHOOLS. NewEdiHon, 
i8mo. y» (yd. 

ALGEBRA FOR BEGINNERS. 
With numerous Examples. i8mo. 
2x. dd. 

A TREATISE ON THE DIF- 
FERENTIAL C ALC U LUS. 
With numerous Examples. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. lar 6d. 

A TREATISE ON THE IN- 
TEGRAL CALCULUS. Second 
Edition. With numerous Exam- 
ples. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

A TREATISE ON ANALYTI- 
CAL STATICS. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. loj. 6d, 

A TREATISE ON CONIC SEC 
TIONS. Third Edition. Crown 
8to. 7/. 6d. 

ALGEBRA FOR THE USE OF 
COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS. 
Third Edition. Crown 8va 
^s. 6d. 
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PLANE TRIGONOMETRY for 
COLLEGES and SCHOOLS. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 5J. 

A TREATISE ON SPHERICAL 
TRIGONOMETRY for the USE 
of COLLEGES and SCHOOLS. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 4r.6d^. 

CRITICAL HISTORY OF THE 
PROGRESS of the CALCULUS 
of VARIATIONS during the 
NINETEENTH CENTURY. 
8vo. I2J. 

EXAMPLES OF ANALYTICAL 
GEOMETRY of THREE DI- 
MENSIONS. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 41. 

A TREATISE on the THEORY 
of EQUATIONS. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 7^. 6f/. 

MATHEMATICAL THEORY 
OF PROBABILITY. 8vo.cloth, 

lar. 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL 

DAYS. By an OLD BOY. 3IJ/ 
Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 
{Peoples Edition, 2s.) 

TOM BROWN at OXFORD. 
By the Author of "Tom Brown's 
School Days." New Edition. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

TRACTS FOR PRIESTS 

and PEOPLE. By VARIOUS 
WRITERS. 

THE FIRST SERIES, Cicwn 

8vo. 8^. 

THE SECOND SERIES, Crown 
8vo. &r. 

The whole Series of Fifteen 
Tracts may be had separately, 
price* One Shillmg each. 



TRENCH. — WORKS BY 

R. CHENEVIX TRENCH, 
D.D. Archbishop of Dublin. 

NOTES ON THE PARABLES 
OF OUR LORD. Ninth Edi- 
tion. 8vo. 12^*. 

NOTES ON THE MIRACLES 
OF OUR LORD. Seventh Edi- 
tion. 8vo. 12S, 

SYNONYMS OF THE NEW 
TESTAMENT. New Edition. 
I vol. 8vo. cloth, lOf. 6d. 

ON THE STUDY OF WORDS. 
Eleventh Edition, Fcap. 4J. 

ENGLISH PAST AND PRE- 
SENT. Fifth Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. 4r, 

PROVERBS and their LESSONS. 
Fifth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 3^. 

SELECT GLOSSARY OF EN- 
GLISH WORDS used Formerly 
in SENSES different from the 
PRESENT. Third Edition, ^r. 

ON SOME DEFICIENCIES IN 
our ENGLISH DICTION- 
ARIES. Second Edition. 8vo. y. 

SERMONS PREACHED IN 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY. Se- 
cond Edition. 8vo. icxr. (>d. 

THE FITNESS OF HOLY 
SCRIPTUREforUNFOLDING 
theSPIRITUAL LIFEof MAN; 
Christ the Desire of all Nations ; 
or, the Unconscious Prophecies 
of Heathendom. Hulsean Lec- 
tures. Fcap. 8vo. Fourth Edi- 
tion. 5j. 

ON THE AUTHORIZED VER- 
SION of the NEW TESTA- 
MENT. Second Edition, p, 

POEMS. 7s. 6d. 

JUSTIN MARTYR and OTHER 
POEMS. Fifth Edition. Fcap. 
8vo, dr. 
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ARCHBISHOP TRENCHES 

WOKiCS {cmHtttud)— 

CUSTAVUS ADOLPHDS. 
SOCIAL ASPECTS OF THE 
THIRTY YEAKS' WAR. Fq>. 
Sto. cl(/th, price i/. 6^. 

POEMS. Colloctnl and Ananetd 
Aixnr. Fc-p. 8vo. ^s, 6d, 

POEMS FROM EASTERN 
SOURCES, GENOVEVA, and 
<Hber Poems. Second Edition^ 

ZLYJAAC POEMS. TkirdEdiikm. 

2S. Cd, 

CALDEROVS LIFE'S A 
DREAM : the Great Theatre of 
the World. With an Efsay on 
his Life and Genius. 4/. 6d. 

REMAINS OF THE LATE 
MRS. RICHARD TRENXH. 
Bein(^ Selections from herjournals, 
Ivetters, and other Papers. Second 
Edition, With Portrait, 8vo. 15/. 

COMMENTARY ON THE 
EPISTLES TO THE SEVEN 
CHURCHES IN ASIA. Second 
Edition, %s. 6d. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY. 
Chiefly lyrical. Selected and 
Arranged for Use. Second Edition, 
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 
8vo. ^s. 

TRENCH— BRIEF NOTES 

on the GREEK oi the NEW 
TESTAMENT (for English 
Rearlcrs). By the Rev. FRANCIS 
TRENCH, M.A. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 6/. 

TRENCH.— FOUR ASSIZE 

SERMONS, Preached at York 
ami I ^M%. By the Rev. FRANCIS 
TRENCH, M.A. Crown 8vo 
dotli, 2/. Cd, 



TREVELYAX.— THE 

COMPETITION WALLAH. 
By G. O. TKEVELV AN. A'em 
Editum. Cr. &roL 6<. 

TREVELYAN.— CAWX- 
FORE. Ur G. O. TREVEL- 
YAN. IlhtftnlAl vitis Plaa. 
Second EdsSxprn, Cnnm Sroi. €1^. 

TUDOR— THE DECA- 
' LOGUE VIEWED AS THE 
CHRISTIAVS LAW, with 
Special RcJiereaoe to the Qncs- 
tSoos aad Wants of the Times. 
By the RcT. RICH. TUDOR, 
B.A. Crown &vo. lor. 6/. 

TULLOCH— The CHRIST 

OFTHEGOSPELS AND THE 
CHRIST OF MODERN CRI- 
TICISM. Lectures on M. Re- 
mands "Vie de Jcsns.** By 
JOHN TULLOCH. D.D. Prin- 
dpal of the CoUcjge of St Mary, 
in the Uniyersity of St. Andrew. 
Extra fcap. 8va 4/. (td, 

TURNER,— SONNETS by 

the Rer. CHARLES TENN\'. 
SON TURNER. Dedicated to 
his brother, the Poet Laureate. 
Fcap. 8vo. 4/. 6/. 

T Y R W H I T T.— T H E 

.SCHOOLING OF LIFE. By 
R. St. JOHN TYRWHITT, 
M.A. Vicar of St Mary Mag- 
dalen, Oxford. Fcap. 8vo. 3/. 6d, 

VACATION TOURISTS ; 

and Notes of Tfavel in 1861. 
Edited by F. G ALTON, F.R.S. 
With Ten Maps illastraLting the 
Routes. 8vo. 14/. 

VACATION TOURISTS ; 

and Notes of Travel in 1862 and 3. 
Edited by FRANCIS G ALTON, 
F.R.S. 8vo. 16/. 
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VAUGHAN. — SERMONS 
PREACHED in ST. JOHN'S 
CHURCH, LEICESTER, 

during the Years 1855 and 1856. 
By DAVID J. VAUGHAN, 
M.A. Vicar of St Martin's, 
Leicester. Crown 8vo. ^s, 6d. 

VAUGHAN. — SERMONS 
ON THE RESURRECTION, 

' With a Preface. By D. J. 
VAUGHAN, M. A, Fcap. 8vo. 
'is, 

VAUGHAN.—THREE 

SERMONS ON THE ATONE- 
MENT. Bv D. J. VAUGHAN, 
M.A. is. od, 

VAUGHAN. — SERMONS 
ON SACRIFICE AND PRO- 
PITIATION. By D. J. 
VAUGHAN, M.A. 2j. 6d, 

VAUGHAN.— CHRISTIAN 
EVIDENCES «id the BIBLE. 
By DAVID J. VAUGHAN, 
M.A. Nria EdUion, Revised 
and enlai^ed. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 
price 5^. Sd, 

VAUGHAN.— WORKS BY 

CHARLES J. VAUGHAN, 
D. D. Vicar of Doncaster : — 

KOTES FOR LECTURES ON 
CONFIRMATION. With suit- 
able Prayers. Sixth Edition, 
IS. 6d. 

LECTURES on the EPISTLE to 
the PHILIPPIANS. Second 
Edition. Js. 6d. 

LECTURES on the REVELA- 
TION of ST. JOHN. 2 vols, 
crown 8vo, 15J. Second Edi- 
tion. 15J. 

EPIPHANY, LENT, AND 
EASTER. A Selection of Ex- 
pository Sermons. Second Edition, 
Crown 8vo^ ioj. 6</, 



THE BOOK AND THE LIFE : 
and other Sermons Preached 
before the University of Cam- 
bridge. Second Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. 4r. 6d. 

MEMORIALS OF HARROW 
SUNDAYS. A Selection of 
Sermons preached in Harrow 
School Chapel. With a View of 
tiie Chapel. Fourth Edition, Cr. 
8V0. IQT. (>d. 

ST. PAUUS EPISTLE TO THE 
ROMANS. The Greek Text 
with English Notes. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. red leaves, 

REVISION OF THE LITURGY. 
Four Discourses. With an In- 
troduction. I. Absolutism. II. 
Regeneration. III. Athana- 
siAN Creed. IV. Burial Ser- 
vice. V. Holy Orders. Second 
Edit, Cr. 8vo. red leaves, 4r. fid. 

LESSONS OF LIFE AND GOD- 
LINESS. A Selection of Ser- 
mons Preached in the Parish 
Church of Dqncaster. Third 
Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d. 

WORDS from the GOSPELS. 
A Second Selection of Sermons 
Preached in the Parish Church of 
Doncaster. Second Edition, Fcap. 
8vo. 4r. 6d, 

THE EPISTLES of ST. PAUL. 
For English Readers. Part I. 
containing the First EpisUe to the 
Thessalonians. 8vo. is. 6d. Each 
Epistie will be published sepa- 
rately. 

THE CHURCH OF THE FIRST 
DAYS :— 
Series I. The Church of Jeru- 
salem. 
„ XL The Church of the 

Gentiles. 
„ III. The Church of the 
Worid. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, ^r. 6d, each. 
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LIFE'S WORK AND GOD'S 
DISCIPLINE. Three Sermons. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 25. (yd. 

VAUGHAN.— MEMOIR of 
ROBERT A. VAUGHAN, 
Author of " Hours with the 
Mystics. '* By ROB. VAUGHAN, 
D. D. Second Edition. Revised 
and enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5/. 

VILLAGE SERMONS BY 
A NORTHAMPTONSHIRE 
RECTOR. With a Pref3su» on 
the Inspiration of Holy Scripture. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

VIRGIL. — THE iENEID 

Translated into English Blank 
VERSE. By JOHN MILLER. 
Crown Svo. los. 6d. 

VOLUNTEER'S SCRAP 
BOOK. By the Author of " The 
Cambridge Scrap Book.** Crown 
4to. Js. 6d. 

WAGNER.— MEMOIR OF 
THE REV. GEORGE WAG- 
NER, late of St. Stephen's, 
Brighton. By J. N. SIMPKIN- 
SON, M. A. Third and Cheaper 
Edition. 5/. 

WARREN.— AN ESSAY on 
GREEK FEDERAL 
COINAGE. By the Hon. T. 
LEICESTER WARREN, M.A. 
Svo. 2s. 6d. 

WESTCOTT. — HISTORY 

of the CANON- of the NEW 
TESTAMENT during the First 
Four Centuries. By BROOKE 
FOSS WESTCOTT, M.A. Cr. 
Svo. New Edition. Revised. 

[In the press. 

WESTCOTT. — CHARAC- 
TERISTICS of the GOSPEL 
MIRACLES. Sermons Preached 
before the University of Cam- 
bridge. With Notes. By B. F. 
WESTCOTT, M.A Crown Svo. 
4/. (kL 



WESTCOTT. -INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE STUDY 
OF THE FOUR GOSPELS. 
By B. F. WESTCOTT, M.A. 
Crown Svo. los. 6d. 

WESTCOTT.— The BIBLE 
in the CHURCH. A Popular 
Accoimt of the Collection and 
Reception of the Holy Scriptures 
in tne Christian Churches. By 
B. F. WESTCOTT, M.A. iSma 
4x. 6d. 

WESTMINSTER PLAYS.— 

Sive Prologi et Epilogi ad Fabu- 
las in Sti Petri CoUeg : actas qui 
Exttabant coUecti et justa quoad 
licuit annorum serie ordinati, 
qnibus accedit Dedamationum 
qui vocantur et Epigiammatum 
delectus cur. F. MURE, A.M., 
H. BULI^ A.M., CAROLO 
B. SCOTT, B.D. Svo. 12s. 6d. 

WILSON.— COUNSELS OF 

AN INVALID : Letters on Re- 
ligious Subjects. By GEORGE 
WILSON, M.D. With Vig- 
nette Portrait Fcap, Svo. 4s. 6d. 

WILSON.— RELIGIO 

CHEMICI. By GEORGE WIL- 
SON, M.D. With a Vignette 
beautifully engraved after a De- 
sign by Noel Paton. Crown 
Svo. Sf. 6d. 



WILSON. - 
GEORGE 
F. R. S. £. 
Technology 
Edinburgh. 
Thousand, 
zor. 6d, 



-MEMOIR OF 
WILSON, M. D. 
R^us Professor of 
in the Universibr of 
ByhisSUter. Tliird 
Svo. with Portrait 



WILSON. —THE FIVE 

GATEWAYS OF KNOW- 
LEDGE. By GEORGE WIL- 
SON, M.D. Nfw Edit. Fcap. 
Syo. 2f . 6^ or in Paper Corers. 
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WILSON.— The PROGRESS 

of the TELEGRAPH. Fcap. 
8vo. ij. 

WILSON—PREHISTORIC 

ANNALS of SCOTLAND. By 
DANIEL WILSON, LL.D. 
Author of " Prehistoric Man," 
&c. 2 vols, demy 8va New 
Edition, With numeroas Illus- 
trations. 36X. 

WILSON.-PREHISTORIC 

MAN. By DANIEL WILSON, 
LL.D. New Edition, Revised 
and partly re-written, with nume- 
rous Illustrations, i voL 8vo. 
zis, 

WILSON.— A TREATISE 

ON DYNAMICS. By W. P, 
WILSON, M.A. 8vo. 9x. 6</. 

WILTON.— THE NEGEB; 
or, "South Country*' of Scrip- 
ture. By the Rev. E. WILTON, 
M.A. Crown 8vo. 7/. dd, 

WOLFE.— ONE ^lUN- 

DRED AND FIFTY ORIGI- 
NAL PSALM AND HYMN 
TUNES. For Four Voices. By 
ARTHUR WOLFE, M.A. 
lOf. 6</. 

WOLFE. — HYMNS FOR 

PUBLIC WORSHIP. Selected 
and arranged by ARTHUR 
WOLFE, M.A. i8mo. 2j. Com- 
mon Paper Edition, u. or twenty- 
five for i/. 

WOLFE. — HYMNS FOR 

PRIVATE USE.— Selected and 
arranged by ARTHUR WOLFE^ 
M.A. i8mo. 2j. 



WOODFORD.— CHRIS- 
TIAN SANCTITY. By JAMES 
RUSSELL WOODFORD, M.A. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 3X. 

WOODWARD. — ESSAYS, 

THOUGHTS and REFLEC- 
. TIONS, and LETTERS. By 

the Rev. HENRY WOOD- 
. WARD. Edited by his Soil. 

Fifth Edition, 8vo. cloth. lOr. dd, 

WOODWARD.— THE 
. SHUNAMITE. By the Rer. 

HENRY WOODWARD, M.A. 
. Edited by his Son, Thomas 

Woodward, M.A. Dea^ of 

Down. Second Edition, Crown 

8vo. doth. lOJ. dd. 

WOOLLEY, — LECTURES 

DELIVERED IN AUSTRA- 
LIA. By JOHN WOOLLEY, 
D.C.L. Crown 8vo. 8r. dd, 

WOOLNER. — MY BEAU- 
TIFUL LADY. By THOMAS 
WOOLNER With a Vignette 
by Arthur Hughes, Third 
Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

WORDS FROM THE 

POETS. Selected by the Editor 
of "Rays of Sunlight" l8ma 
extra cloth gilt, 3^. dd, 

WORSHIP (THE) OF GOD 

AND FELLOWSHIP AMONG 
MEN — Sermons on Public Wor-t 
ship. By MAURICE and Others. 
Fcap. 8vo. doth, y, dd, 

WORSLEY. — CHRISTIAN' 
DRIFT OF CAMBRIDGE 
WORK. Eight Lectures. By 
T. WORSLEY, D.D. Crown. 
8vo. doth, ds. 
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WRIGHT.— HELLENICA ; 
or, a History of Greece in Greek, 
as related by Diodonis and Thucy- 
didea, being a First Greek Reading 
Book^ with Explanatory Notes, 
Critical and Historical. By J. 
WRIGHT, M.A. Second Edition, 
WITH A VOCABULARY. I2mo. 

WRIGHT. — A VOCABU. 

LARY AND EXERCISES ON 
THE "SEVEN KINGS OF 
ROME." Fcap. 8vo. 2j. 6</. 
%♦ The Vocabulary and Exercises 
may also be had bound up with 
"The Seven Kmgs of Rome." 



WRIGHT.— A HELP TO 

LATIN GRAMMAR; or, the 
Form and Use of Words in Latin. 
With Progressive Exercises. Cr. 
8vo. 4r. 6a. 

WRIGHT. — THE SEVEN 
KINGS OF ROME: An Easy 
Narrative, abridged from the First 
Book of Livy by the omission of 
difficult passages, bein^ a First 
Latin Reading Book, with Gram- 
matical Notes. Fcap. 8vo. y. 

WRIGHT.— DAVID, KING 

OF ISRAEL: Readings for the 
Young. By J. WRIGHT, M.A. 
With Six Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. doth, gilt 3x. dd. 



WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF 

"THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE." 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Book for the Young. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS. i8mo. 41. td. 

HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN NAMES. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. i/. i/. 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Fifteenth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6f. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE TRIAL ; More Links of the Daisy Chain. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 

HEARTSEASE. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

HOPES AND FEARS. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. Crown 8vo. dr. 

The LANCES OF LYNWOOD. i8mo. cloth, jj. 6d. 

THE LITTLE DUKE. New Edition. i8mo. cloth, y. 6d, -- 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. 2 vols. 12s. 



LONDON: X. CLAY, SON, AND TAVLOH, PUNTBBSt 



Ik 



